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Rap's Brightest 
Star— It's Official! 




□ NATURALLY STYLED. 



GARNIER FRUCTIS STYLE 



pure fix 



GEL 



THE FIRST FLEXIBLE YET FIRM GEL WITH 
FRUIT MICRO-WAXES FROM GARNIER. 

Get a grip on a gel that locks your look in place 
without leaving a trace. Unique, non-drying formula with 
invisible fixing agents creates strong yet touchable 
support without stickiness or buildup. 

Available in Extra Strong and Strong Hold. 
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Weezer Goes to Harvard 

Spin tags along as nerd rock hero Rivers 
Cuomo heads back to school. By Ken Gordon 

54 

Need an Angel? 

Get to know Joanna Angel, alt-porn star and 
Spin's new sex columnist. By Nick Catucci 

56 

The Child Inside 

The Flaming Lips have spent 20 years at play 
and aren't about to wake up from their Techni- 
color dreams anytime soon. By Rob Levine 

G2 

Meth Actor 

X-Men: The Last Stand and Alpha Dog star Ben 
Foster may play mutants and addicts, but what 
he really wants to do is kick ass. By Dave Itzkoff 

64 

'I Didn't Pimp Britney!" 

Kevin Federline talks frankly about hip-hop and 
his marriage to you-know-who. By Stacey Smith 

68 

Creepy! 

British sensations Editors bring their dark 
disco to the masses. By Craig McLean 

72 

Gender Bender 

Industrial provocateurs Throbbing Gristle are 
back, and leader Genesis P-Orridge has a 
shocking revelation. By Brian Raftery 

74 

Out of Their Tree 

Red Hot Chili Peppers unleash a wildly ambi- 
tious double album that proves they're still crazy 
after all these years. By Alan Light 



On fPte Oovey: 

Pliotograph by Andrew Macpherson. Grooming by Cori 
Bardo for J Beverly Hills at MagnetLA.com. Styling by 
Vanessa Gelbach/therexagency.com. Flea's swimwear 
by Speedo. Kiedis' shirt and shorts by Penguin. 
Frusciante's shirt by Penguin and shorts by Dockers. 
Smith's shirt by American Apparel and shorts by Op. 




The Peppers 
have always 
en a sanctuary 



PHOTOGRAPH BY ANDREW MACPHERSON 
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12 Soundcheck 
14 The Spin 
Essential Mix 

Tracks to download now! 

IG VIP List 
18 Feedback 
100 My Back Pages 

CHUCK KLOSTERMAN 
reveals the secrets of 
"Stairway to Heaven" 



Noise 

BACKSTAGE PASS: Arctic 
Monkeys, Franz Ferdinand, 
and Kanye West get feted in 
the U.K.. ..the Vines' Craig 
Nicholls comes back from 
the brink 

MONITOR: What your favorite 
artists are up to 

ETC.: The Agenda... rap royalty 
DMC loves Lilith Fair. ..the 
Streets' Mike Skinner slings 
his slang. ..dawn of the goth 
dolls. ..mining YouTube for video 
gold. ..grilling with Paul Wall 
LIVE: Fiery Furnaces in 
Virginia... Wu-Tang Clan in 
New York City 
BREAKING OUT: 
Wolfmother... Islands 

44 

Screen Shots 

The Notorious Bettie Page, star- 
ring Gretchen Mol, highlights 
the screen's first S&M queen. 



- Reviews 



CDs: The Streets' The Hardest 
Way to Make an Easy Living.. . 
Prince's 3727. ..Eagles of 
Death Metal's Death by 
Sexy. ..Built to Spill's You in 
Reverse. ..Pretty Girls Make 
Graves' Slan Wfa/... Drive-By 
Truckers' A Blessing and a 
Curse. ..Shooter Jennings' 
Electric Rodeo. ..the definitive 
guide to freak folk, and more! 
GAMES: The Godfather... 
AND 1 Streetball 
Oy/Da: Class ofl 984... 
Sugarcubes: The DVD 
BOOKS: One Step Closer: 
Why U2 Matters to Those 
Seeking God 
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The Dresden Dolls "My Alcoholic Friends" In this plano-pounding cabaret toast to drinking 
buddies, singer Amanda Palmer tries to remember the name of the guy she slept with last night. 

Taking Back Sunday "MakeDamnSure" A roaring, guitar-army, breakup/breakdown anthem 
that possesses what TBS have never quite managed before: more melody than screaming. 

Cat Power and Karen Elson "I Love You (Me Either)" This heavy breather relmaglnes Serge 
Gainsbourg's ballad as a pervy pas de deux between Chan Marshall and Jack White's wife. 

Mark Ronson, feat. Alex Greenwaid "Just" Club DJ Ronson and Phantom Planet singer 
Greenwald reinvent Radiohead's self-flagellation anthem as pumped-up James Brown booty funk. 

E-40, feat. Keak Da Sneak "Tell Me When to Go" A clapping, boinging hyphy beat, with 
Keak rasping up a storm: "Talking big shit in the scrapper / Going hella dummy." 

Broken Social Scene "Puff the Magic Dragon" Canada's favorite commune jammers make 
this kids' classic into a lovely hash-pipe lullaby that's as impressionistic and dark as childhood itself. 

The Stills "In the Beginning" Starts out like a bluesy soundtrack to an ESPN montage, then the rock- 
that's-not-from-New York-that-sounds-like-New York-rock era gets swept out with yesterday's embers. 

The Fiery Furnaces "Police Sweater Blood Vow" A nonsense burble of buzzes and beeps, 
woozy backward guitars, and Beatles-pop playfulness that's as precious as a nursery rhyme. 

Casiotone for the Painfully Alone "New Year's Kiss" Over some junkyard keyboards, 
Owen Ashworth blurts out heartfelt, droopy-eyed regret about the loneliest party of the year. 

*^ Skyzoo "Sky's Last Donut" A Brooklyn rapper offers up a somber, soulful elegy for genius beat- 
maker J Dilla, a.k.a. Jay Dee, that stays true to his soul-tinged legacy. 

Qnarls Barkley "Crazy" Cee-Lo unleashes his inner gospel choir as Danger Mouse creeps in with a 

Gorlllaz-style beat and an ooh-child melancholy that lingers like a question mark. 

Trae, feat. H.A.W.K. "Swang" A lush, summertime, candy-painted Houston ode to riding slow 
and deep, rolling past the Astrodome, cruising and playing the radio, with no particular place to go. 

tapes 'n tapes "Cowbell" A torqued-up blast of teen-spleen Indie pop from Minneapolis that 
recalls Frank Black when he was young and ragingly troubled. 

The Apparitions "Electricity + Drums" Drawling over chugging guitars, these Kentucklans 
sound totally garaged-out and haggard, but still boyishly in love with the power of rock. 

Justice "Waters of Nazareth" Pals of Daft Punk, this Parisian duo unleashes a monstrous bass 
squelch and a stuttering, gasping, galloping techno-electro groove that's blessed by churchy organs. 
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Camp Freddy Radio 

6767 COM 

. / A wonder what Velvet Revolver 
drummer Matt Sorum did while in 
rehab? Dave Navarro and friends will tell you 
on this webcast, heavily focused on L.A. rock. 

BEta H Mj hungbunny 

%UWgj| hungbunny.co.uk 
MSSro An angry Brit spews spite-fueled 
B^nB bile in between a staggering mix 
of instrumental, ambient, and noise tracks 
from the likes of Broken Social Scene and 
EinstLirzende Neubauten. 




The Beat Oracle 

BEATORACLE.NET 

A charmingly monotone DJ lays 
down smart, edgy electronic 
tracks, from Mylo's bedroom techno to Jean 
Grae's bookish, razor-tongued rhymes. 




Il.niu, Radio FreeNYC 

I'KIEIE FREENYC.NET 

010 YIS Tapping into the ever-growing 
' (y|g^ Yq^I^ qj population, 

FreeNYC features a heavy focus on trlppy 
dub and trippier mash-ups. 

■■^P' Rate My Rap 

yjUjitiyi RATEMYRAP.COM 

r An ongoing online competition, 
5^ \ Rate My Rap pairs off amateur 
(but extremely competent) MCs and places 
them in weekly impromptu "battles," with 
listeners voting for their favorites. 
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VAAin TOUR SPRINt; 




Experience the best new music 
and support your local artists! 

'i 

Bands: 

Sign up for your chance to perform and 
earn a slot at CMJ Music IVIarathon in 
New York City. 

Fans: 

Vote for your favorite local bands. 



-^[(JZAtJLIVH.OOM 

VHKin: KANS AXI) HANDS <;t)X\H(;7 




^151 



BOSTON: ★ AOSTIX* NKW YOIMC 




Sisters among others. Check out 
dates, as well as album reviews, musi 



ive.cdl 



SPINJMJ 



Presented in association 




Has anyone ever 
called you crazy? 

What if you moved to 
another country, to live with 
people you didn't know? 
What if you went 
to improve their lives, 
and in the process, 
improved yours. 
Would that be crazy? 

Peace Corps. 
Life is calling. 
How far will you go? 





Chris McPherson 

Inside: Shot the Flaming Lips for "The Child Inside" (page 56) Lives in: Los Angeles Age: 34 
First concert T-shirt ever bought: The Vandals Shutter to think: His work has appeared 
in Details and Esquire. Lips shtick: "Wayne has a very positive energy about him. We were 
shooting next to these giant chemical tanks, and they talked about how they reminded them 
of the old acid days. But they're mostly pretty normal." Most visually compelling aspect of 
the Flaming Lips: "Wayne's wife, Michelle. Just look at her. She rocks." 



Ken Gordon 

inside: Hung with Rivers Cuomo for "Weezer Goes to 
Harvard" (page 48) Lives in: Newton, MA Age: 36 Best 
drummer of all time: Stewart Copeland News to us: 
Gordon also writes tor Boston Globe Magazine and The 
New York Times. Favorite Weezer song: "El Scorcho" 
Dorm daze: "I looked everywhere in River's room for a 
hash pipe but had no luck." If Rivers ever did feel like 
dancing, what would he do? "Probably something 
from the K.K. Downing school of air guitar." 




Craig McLean 

Inside: Wrote about Editors for "Creepy!" (page 68) 
Age: 37 Lives in: London Most overrated band of all 
time: The Smiths The write time: McLean also writes for 
GO and The Observer (U.K.). Pop star he'd most like 
to sleep with: "Jamie Foxx — I bet he has a really great 
bed." Warmth of a tomb: "Some people are dismissing 
Editors as stern-faced, big-coat-wearing doomsayers, 
but they are too epic, too hopeful, and too rock to be 
dismissed as 'goths.' Plus, their coats fit too snug." 




800.424.8580 | peacecorps.gov 




Andrew Macpherson 

Inside: Shot Red Hot Chili Peppers for this month's cover 
story (page 74) Age: 45 Lives in: Los Angeles Greatest 
f rontman of all time: "Bono. He absolutely has no 
equal." Going the distance: His first book, 7Vvo Million 
Miles, will be out in October. Come together: "A lot of 
bands just give you one attitude and almost merge into 
one person, but the Chili Peppers are individuals, and 
each individual is a performance artist. It's Impossible for 
them to not be interesting." 
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E-MAIL: feedback@spin.com 




Itrokes 



Impressed by Their 
Impressions 

Thank you for featuring the 
Strokes in your magazine again 
["The Hipsters' Guide to the 
Galaxy," February]. The new 
album is amazing. People don't 
like them because they think 
they're too fancy or whatever, 
but they are not paying atten- 
tion to the songs. The Strokes 
have soul, in themselves and in 

their music. 
Leiauealla Perez 
Chula Vista, California 

After reading your fairly 
mediocre review of First 
Impressions of Earth in January, 
I thought something was wrong. 
Did Spin really jump off their 
bandwagon? Thankfully, the 
February issue put my mind at 



rest. Thanks for once again put- 
ting them on the cover. The new 
album may not be what many 
expected, but it's wonderful in 
its own right. 

Drew Douglas 

Lee's Summit, Missouri 

Are the Strokes living up to their 
hype? I think they are getting 
better and better! I don't know 
what the public expects of 
them, but I know I don't care, 
and I hope they don't either. I 
was a little bummed out by your 
article, though, as it wasn't very 
flattering. You shouldn't be 
comparing the Strokes with 
other bands — they are in a class 
by themselves. 

Karen McClure 
Brighton, Michigan 

Thanks to Spin and Marc Spitz 
for the most revealing Strokes 
article I've come across so far. 
My only complaint is that, not 
unlike their albums, it was too 

short. You secretly hope a band 
this cool doesn't care (or at least 
they'd keep it to themselves), but 
It was a little disheartening to 
read that they are worried about 
not being as big as Foo Fighters 
and the Killers. Don't they know 
they're the new Ramones? 
Guys: You're doing fine. 

Marc Rampulla 

East Rockaway, New York 




"I may be blind, 
but luckily I have 
my Seeing Eye 
hipsters" 



"^/fhoaf a ^ouhf, fhe- 5f yokes 
have- he-eti af fhe- fore-fy^onf of 
a revo/uf/on, Just as N/Kyana 
we-^e- ove-y a ^e-^a^ite- ago. TPie-y 
Piave- Jhe-e-n we-JI worfPi the- Pt^pe" 
Lui^as Mc^M/JJan, Ohaska, M/me-sota 



So let me get this straight: The 
Strokes put out an album that is 
only worth a B- rating, yet they 
still make the cover? You guys 
need to accept that you (along 
with everybody else) were 
wrong about the Strokes. They 
weren't saviors or prophets; 
hell, they were barely musi- 
cians. They certainly influenced 
the haircuts of most of my guy 
friends, but that's about it. 
When are you going to get it 
together and put a band on the 
cover with substance and 
perspective, like Red Hot Chili 
Peppers? Consider yourselves 
on probation in my book. 

Rahne Sinclair 

White Plains, New York 



Fur Real 

Well done on your Jenny Lewis 
article ["The Last Temptation of 
Jenny," February]. I like that she 
was a little bit aloof, especially 
when discussing her mother. 
Those issues are dealt with on 
the album, so clearly that's her 
means of coping with things 
that hurt her. Last I checked, 
that's one of the reasons musi- 
cians write in the first place. 
Rabbit Fur Coat is a master- 
piece, and I hope that knowing 
it's out there will help Jenny 
sleep better. After what she's 
been through, she deserves it. 
Shaw Pullman 

Winnipeg, Manitoba, Canada 
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30% 

Porntrepreneurs look- 
ing for sexy women to 
join websites like 
HomicideGirls.com 
and PatricideGirls.com 

27% 

Martians 
impressed we 
were able to Mw^n/ 
photograph the 15% 
Strokes on p,^;, 
their home fetishists 
Pl3"et placing bids 
on the apple 
Jenny Lewis 
|I9W._„ 




/O/ Polar bears 
|~"t /O trying to prove 



they heard 
Arctic Monlteys 
before anybody 

Physicists who 
write letters 
responding to 
other letters, 
tearing a hole in 
the space-time 
continuum 



sending dia- 
grams for turn- 
ing piccolos 
into bongs 
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THE OFFICIAL 



(Drder of t|)e §er:pentme 

pledge 



I will use the conscience-cleansing power of my Axe Snake Peel 
shower scrub to wash away shame caused by a questionable hoolc-up, and not 
as an excuse to commit acts of debauchery, like: 





' Cavorting with exotic dancers witK wandering eyes 

' Hosting Roman style orgies 

' Grinding witK motker/daugLter tandems 

■ X- rated web activity 

' Anything involving paper bags 

. "TrolUng" 

> The keeping of concubines 

• Massaging "around the way girls" 

• Trips to Tijuana 



YOUR SIGNATURE 



THE SHAMELESS ONE 







CONSCIENCE 



THE ORDER OF THE SERPENTINE 

www. OSDEROFrHESES7ENTINE.COM 
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This Month at 
Spin.com 




When I read the article on Jenny 
Lewis, I was surprised that 
Chuck Klosterman wrote It. It 
focused on her mother's drug 
problems and Jenny's boy 
troubles, much like a salacious 
tabloid. But then, maybe he was 
just writing to Rllo Kiley's demo- 
graphic: young, gossiping 
Indie-rock girls. 

Matt Ritchie 
Toronto 



Skin Trades 

I am a former model on 
SuicideGirls.com and former 
performer on the burlesque 
tour. I was asked to be inter- 
viewed for your article on the 
SuicldeGlrls ["Nude Awakening.' 
February], but unfortunately I 
was busy. I just wanted to say 
that everything Sean Suhl said 
in the article Is a lie. Of all the 




Artist look-alike? Or not? OonOK Ohe-Ksf 



MEREDITH PAKIER Age: 16 Occupation: Student Life as 
Conor: "My friends told me I look like him because we have 
similar hair. It's better than looking like an ugly man. I say if you 
look like a rock star, embrace it — no matter who It is." 

Think you resemble a rocker? Send us a photo and let us decide. E-mail a 
htgh-resolution .jpg file and your phone number to seeingdoubtes*^spin.com. 



models on the tour, I took the 
brunt of his anger. I was con- 
stantly berated by him and called 
a worthless, talentless junkie 
whore. Sean could also be 
unbelievably nice, buying us 
expensive meals and promising 
us that once the DVD came out, 
we would all have enough money 
to buy a house If we wanted. Of 
course, I can barely cover rent. 
Still, I don't blame him totally. It 
was fun, but it wasn't worth it. 

Stormy Suicide 
Via e-mail 

As a longtime fan of the 
SuicldeGlrls, I was troubled by 
your feature. It wasn't so much 
the environment that Sean Suhl 
had established (which was 
definitely disturbing), but that 
these women acted surprised 
when things went to shit. Porn 
is porn, no matter how much It's 
dressed up as some sort of 
women's empowerment; these 
girls were still removing their 
clothes for money, and thus 
being exploited. This Is one of 
those situations in which every- 
body comes out looking kind of 
bad, and it also makes me feel 
terrible for perpetuating the 
problems by accessing the site. 
The girls' revolt shed light on 
some shady practices, but we 
all should have known better. 

Glenn Jacobs 
Orlando, Florida 

WRITE US! 

Are the Chill Peppers better 
as balladeers or funk punks? 
Can Editors break through 
in the U.S.? 

E-mail feedback@spln.com, 
visit Spin.com, or mail us at 
Spin, 205 Lexington Ave., 
3rd Floor, New York, NY 10016. 

Always Include your full name, 
mailing address, and phone 
number for verification. Letters may 
be edited for length and clarity. 

Want a bacK Issue of Sp/n? Cite the 
issue by month and year, include your 
address, and send credit card info, 
check, or money order for S1 0 to: ISI- 
SPIN, 30 Montgomery St., Jersey City, 
NJ 07302. Please allow lour to six 
weeks lor delivery. You can also call 
800-274-7597. 



-^Coachella 2006 

Havin' fun in the warm 
California sun with 
Depeche Mode, Yeah Yeah 
Yeahs, and more! 
www.spin.com/coachella06 

-^Give It Away, Pt.1 

See exclusive pics from the 
Chili Peppers cover shoot. 
www.spin.com/rhcpcover 

->Give It Away, Pt. 2 

Enter our contests, win 
free stuff! 

www.spln.com/contests 




From the Spin.com 
message boards 

TARALYNN ON PANICI AT 

THE DISCO: /can'f fafceA 
Fever You Can't Sweat Out out 
of my CD player no matter how 
hard I try. I'm going to frame it 
and tell my grandkids, "Once 
there was this thing called 
MySpace on the Internet, and 
it had a music section where I 
found out about this band, and 
I was one of their first 1,000 
friends and loved them before 
they were signed. Yup, your 
granny was once hip. " 
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DEATH CAB FOR CUTIE SEE IT HEAR IT 



death cab for cutie 

DIREaiONS 



if 



1 1 SHORT FILMS INSPIRED BY PLANS. 
ALSO INCLUDES 2 HOURS OF BONUS 
UNRELEASED FOOTAGE. 



J 

flANS 

i death cab for cutie 

ALBUM FEATURING SOUL MEETS BODY AND 
CROOKED TEETH. 



SEE IT APRIL 1 1 . HEAR IT NOW. 

www.cleathcabforcutie.com www.atlanticrecords.com 

r2006 Allo"<K itt v6^ Ce-p<W!lior -m, UmWl Sloim & WEA !rtOfno!<>no! Inc. lot llit «orf<i uM«)t iti» L'n.lo:l S1.W. 



BIGCITYROCK.NET 




PANIC* AT THE BiSC0 

A FEVER YOU CANT SWEAT OUT 

featuring "I WRPTE SINS NOT TRAGEDIES" & 
"THE ONLY DIFFERENCE BETWEEN MARTYDOM AND SUICIDE IS PRESS COVERAGE" 

IN STORES NOW 



"Panic's catchy mekxles are quite 
literally some of tfie most likeable 
songs you will hear all year..." 
- Spin.com 

HEADUNE TOUR 
SUMMER 2006 



BIG CITY ROCK is somethmg thai is laie m 
DEBUT ALBUM PRODUCED BY ti* 'SOs lixated malm nick o( itie mM 21100's - il« 
BRIM MtLOUF 1 tD«M SCHLfSIMBER p^, ,„„ ,„„ ,„es a taQ way » 

mmm making this an exctllcnl detiiil. 4 STAR 



fEMllRINfi making this an eicfllDnl deliiil 4 STAR 

"ALL OF THE ABOVE" REVIEW on ALL MUSIC.COM 



TEXT FBR TO 73804 TO OFT OmOAL 

irusbJLiG ijiai i^JiJff Ctia^ yuur luUiulI lur dtj(<iri&. 



DGG9!jD9nG6 fueledbyram^ 
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TIMES SOUQRE • UNION SQUARE • H01.LVUJOOD B HIGHLAND 
LA SUNSET • ORLnNOO UIOLT DISNEVD UJORLO RESORT 
ORRHCE • SRN FRRNCISCO • CHICflGa ■ NEUJ ORLERHS 
ONTARIO MtLL.5 • DnLL.fl5 MDCHINCBIRO STnTIDN 
DALLAS GRAPEUINE HILLS • OEHUER • MIAMI 
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MAKE WATER MOUTHWATERING. 
UPTON TEA CAN DO THAT. 



Get refrejhing iced tea from o bottle of woter. Just mix in LIptorf Green Tea To Go and shake, it's a 
the goodness of green tea, shrunk down to a pocket-sized package. Upton Green Tea To Go is made 
with 100% natural tea, so it's rich in protective antioxidants. Plus, it's available in three delicious flavors 

Leorn more at Liplon.com 
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(1) Triumphant Monkeys toast their victories at the 
podium; (2) Jarman takes a bloody tumble for 
Kaiser Chiefs and (3) manages to stick the landing; 
(4) ladies and gentlemen, your sex symbol, Doherty 
(center) and his Babyshambles mates 



THE NME AWARDS ROCK LONDON 



Mumblep Rumble, and Bleed 



In the words of the evening's host, 
stand-up comedian and MTV Europe 
personality Russell Brand, these were 
the "NME Arctic Monkeys Awards in 
Arctic Monkey '06." The Sheffield foursome 
marched off with three big honors at the 
late-February ceremony in 
West London. 

The band came from the 
studio, where they'd been 
recording B-sides. "You can 
keep releasing singles all year," 
drummer Matt Helders told us, "so we're 
putting out [album track] 'The View From the 
Afternoon' with three new ones." Later, the 
group was honored again (sort of) when 
British girl-pop trio Sugababes covered 



Arctic Monkeys 
marched off with 
three big honors. 



"I Bet You Look Good on the Dancefloor." 
("Oh God!" an excited Helders mouthed to 
Spin.) After the ceremony, the Monkeys hit 
up a party at the K West Hotel, along with 
buzz bands Editors, Giant Drag, and We 
Are Scientists, as well as a peroxided 
Kelly Osbourne and Dirty 
Pretty Things' Carl Barat. 
But before attendees 

staggered off to postshow 
soirees, the Strokes col- 
~ lected Best International 

Band, with frontman Julian Casablancas 
mumbling a remarkably coherent accept- 
ance speech. Best Solo Artist Kanye West 
seemed to think the Sugababes, who pre- 
sented his statuette, were part of the 
prize — he waltzed off, arm firmly around 



The Strokes' 
Casablancas 

reps for the 
U.S. by 

showing off 
his manicure 





one of them. And even Pete Doherty made 
it out to pick up the award for Sexiest Man 
(yes, Sexiest Man) and squeeze in a sur- 
prisingly low-key performance of "Albion." 

Oddly enough, the night's drama struck 
when Franz Ferdinand won Best Live Band 
and presenter Peter Hook of New Order 
bestowed the award on Kaiser Chiefs 
instead. In a drunken commotion, the 
Cribs' Ryan Jarman launched himself onto 
the Kaisers' table amid broken glasses (he 
received 26 stitches). Franz Ferdinand 
appeared on video safely receiving their prize 
from Iggy Pop at the Big Day Out festival. 

After accepting the Godlike Genius honor, 
former Stone Roses frontman Ian Brown 
performed, and the Monkeys' Alex Turner, 
the Magic Numbers, and Kaiser Chiefs bel- 
lowed along from their seats to the Roses' 
"I Wanna Be Adored." With such a classic 
song as the soundtrack, everyone looked 
good on the dance floor, craig mclean 
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RETURN OF THE VINES 

Focused 'Vision 

In May 2004, increasingly erratic 
Vines f rontman Craig Nicholls lashed 
out at a small Sydney show, calling the 
audience "sheep," smashing a pho- 
tographer's camera, and causing bassist 
Patricl< Matthews to leave the stage 
(and eventually the band) in disgust. 

"We thought we had to generate some 
excitement," Nicholls says with a slight 
smile. "But I suppose it got out of hand." 

Six months later word 

broke that Nicholls was 
diagnosed with Asperger's 
syndrome, a form of 
autism with symptoms 
that include obsessive 
behavior and problems 
with social interaction. The 
28-year-old Nicholls says 
it "explained a lot of things 
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that had been going on." Asperger's also 
results in intense focus, which he applied 
to the tight, hook-laden songs on their 
third album. Vision Valley. 

The band hasn't played live since 2004, 
and Vision opens with "I am a vine, all 
twisted and frayed / Lookin' for light a mil- 
lion ways." "I know this sounds strange," 
Nicholls says, "but I don't remember writ- 
ing a lot of these songs." barry divola 
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Scott Stapp 

Kid Rock blames 
Scott Stapp for 
losing the video of the 
two rockers getting 
oral sex from groupies, 
which wound up in the 
hands of an adult-film 
company (Stapp 
insists it was stolen). 
"He's the idiot 
because it's out," says 
Kid Rock. "I'm holding 
him responsible." 



"Doing fine now!": Vines guitarist Ryan Griffiths and Nicholls 



MAYNARD JAMES KEENAN SPEAKS 

The End of Tool? 

It's been five years since Tool's double-platinum 
Lateralus. This month Maynard James Keenan's 
band is finally releasing a wildly experimental one- 
hour-plus epic. What took so long? Keenan says 
working with his other group, A Perfect Circle, and 
releasing his own line of wines (really!) has been taxing. 

10,000 Days' extremely heavy sound is "Tool's version 
of a blues record," Keenan says. "Even after 1 6 years, I'm 
still hostile. There's 
enough stuff out there 
that chaps my ass." 
Even so. the band's end 
may be near: "I see that 
happening sooner 
rather than later." 

But Keenan insists 
he'll stick around long 
enough to attempt a bit 
more mischief. "I'd love 
to shove a fucking 
grand piano out of a 
hotel window," he says. 
"It's fucking impossi- 
ble!" REN6SYMONDS 



ILLUSTRATION BY CAMERON STEWART 






DRESSING LIKE A WOMAN IN BAHRAIN 

Because there's just more lifestyle 
options for Muslim ladles these days 

FAKE RAP VIDEOS REVIVE SA/L But we're 
dreading Horatio Sanz's reggaeton spoof 

McCartneys protest seal hunt 

The walrus wants all the blubber for himself 

REAL WORLD: KEY IVeST Anticipating 
casting for Road Rules: Betty Ford Center 




WINNING AN OSCAR To think Robert 
Altman should have been calling himself 
"Crunchy Blac" all these years ■* 

H/GHSCHOOLMUS/CAL SOUNDTRACK 
HITS NO. 1 Disney Channel: Turning our 
kids gay one sequined leotard at a time 

PINK'S /'M NOT Note: DNA 
evidence won't be ready for eight weeks 

ELLIOTT SMITH Sadly, still dead 



THE BATTLE FOR RINGTONE CHART 
SUPREMACY Will "Super Mario Bros." 
ever usurp "My Humps"? 

BEING PETE DOHERTY Like playing 
Grand Theft Auto and Guitar Hero at the 
same time + 

SHOOTINGS ON THE SET OF RAP 
VIDEOS is no place sacred? 



LIL' JON MAKES A PORNO Because 
nothing's hotter than shouting "yeaaahV 
and "okaaay'" from behind a fake plant 




NAMING A STREET AFTER KORN Giving 
California teens an easier way to describe 
the place where they buy drugs 

HOOKING UP A VIBRATOR TO YOUR 
XBOX Gaming Is officially too immersive 

LIL' KIM'S LEAKY BREAST IMPLANTS 

The DA still wouldn't grant them a plea 
bargain a 

WOLFGANG PETERSEN'S POSEIDON 

Barely beating Steven Spielberg's 
Dionysus and Wes Anderson's Demeter 

to theaters 

DRESSING UP LIKE PAULA ABDUL AT 
SPRING TRAINING Who says steroids 
don't affect your judgment? 

FIVE MONTHS WITHOUT A NEW RYAN 
ADAMS ALBUM Is he all right? 



THE POPE'S ITUNES CELEBRITY 
PLAYLIST More Rammstein than we 
might've expected 

C H-CH-CH-CHANGES The Spin 20 has 
lu!! the building 



+ Pacesetter A Biggest gainer this month If Hotshot debut 
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THE M 0 N I TO R ^^^^ ^^^'^ Favorite Artists Are Up To 




System of a Down 



Black Sabbath won't be joining Ozzfest this summer, but Ozzy 
Osbourne, System of a Down, Disturbed, and an additional act 
(unnamed at press time) will anchor the test's 1 1th year. Second- 
stage groups include Atreyu and Zakk Wylde's Black Label Society. 



Beck 

After confirming that he will open a 
series of dates on Radiohead's 
next tour (both artists will appear 
at England's V festival In August), 
Beck announced that he'll release 
a special tenth-anniversary edition 
of Odelay, which will include a 
previously unheard version of 
Midnite Vultures' "Debra." 



Frank Black 

While plans for a new Pixies 
album are unclear, the group's 
frontman has completed 
Fastman/Raiderman, a double 
album due in June; guests include 
members of Cheap Trick and 
Bad Company. Black intends to 
assemble an alt-country outfit 
to back him on tour 



Johnny Cash 



A batch of the Man in Black's lost 
recordings from the '70s and early 
'80s will be released this month. 
Called Personal File, the two-CD 
set contains 49 originals and 
covers that were discovered by his 
son John Carter Producer Rick 
Rubin has an additional set of 
songs that he completed with 
Cash just before the singer's death 
in September 2003. 
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Madonna ■ 

The Anglophilia disco 
queen will return to the 
big screen — her voice, 
that is (she's sworn off 
acting). She, David Bowie, 
and Snoop Dogg will 
lend their talents to the 
French live-action/ 
animated children's film 
Arthur and the Minimoys. 



IN THE STUDIO 

Audioslave 

The multiplatinum hard rockers 
are almost finished with their 
third album, the follow-up to 
2005's Grammy-nominated Out 
of Exile. The as-yet-untitled disc 
Is being produced by Brendan 
O'Brien (who has worked with 
the members' former bands 
Rage Against the Machine and 
Soundgarden), 

The Polyphonic Spree 

Tim DeLaughter's robed choral 
group is finishing up Its third 
album, Ttie Fragile Army, in Steve 
Albinl's Chicago studio and 
blogging about the process at 
thefragllearmy.blogspot.com. 
The record Is due July 3. 

My Chemical Romance 

Green Day's longtime producer 
Rob Cavallo has entered a 
California studio with the New 
Jersey group to start sessions for 
their third full-length album. 



ON TOUR 

PearlJam 

Eddie Vedder and Co. will soon 
hit the road to support their self- 
titled eighth album. The tour's 
first leg will kick off May 9 in 
Toronto and continue until June 3 
in New Jersey. 

Coheed and Cambria 

Claudlo Sanchez's high-concept 
crew wrap up their U.S. tour for 
Good Apollo, I'm Burning Star IV, 
Volume One: From Fear Through 
the Eyes of Madness in late May in 
New York City. 





IN OTHER 
NEWS... 

Brooklyn is close to 
deciding whether to 
rename part of 
Church Avenue after 
Bob Marley. While 
Manhattan's Joey 
Ramone Way is right 
nearCBGB, other 
rock-star blocks are 
in less obvious 
locales: Berlin has a 
Frank Zappa Street, 
and there's a John 
Lennon Street in 
Serbia (which per- 
haps has decided to 
give peace a chance). 
So shouldn't there be 
an EZ Street in 
Compton? 
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THE EASIEST WAY TO GET CLEAN FROM HEAD TO TOE. 



LX 




I"!"!^ AGENDA ^'x^'^inQS^odO'S^^p^n^^o'^vert to Saentology this month 




RECALL THE BAD OLD DAYS 

To some, the Chevy Chase/Dan Aykroyd" 

comedies Spies Like Us and Nothing but 
Trouble are meditations on premillennial ten- 
sion; to others, they're two of the worst flicks 
ever. In either case, this DVD double feature is 
best enjoyed with the absinthe of your choice. 



MAX OUT YOUR 
LOCAL CRAFT- 
STORE ACCOUNT 

Catering fo the niche 
demographic of engineer- 
ing nerds and art-damaged 
hippies, Baltimore's 
Kinetic Sculpture Race 
is a soapbox derby for 
adults, with "Kinetinauts" 
piloting homemade craft 
on a 1 5-mile slog through 
mud, sand, city streets, 
and the Baltimore Harbor. 
Prizes include Next to 
Last and Worst Honorable 
Mention — finally, an 
athletic event that 
rewards actual failure! 




MANGLE CATCH PHRASES 

Pity the fool who does not tip a 40 in 

honor of Christopher Wallace and 
Laurence Tureaud — better known as 
the Notorious B.I.G. and Mr. T— 
who share a love of gold chains, an 
affinity for brevity, and a birthday. 
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SAY GOODBYE.. .F/NALLr 

Will & Grace and That '70s Show 
both end their inexplicably long runs 
tonight with a combined finale in which 
Jack and Fez buy a loft together, star in an 
Ikea ad, and adopt a child from Fez's as- 
yet-unidentified homeland. Demi Moore 
guest-stars as Kelso's mom. Er, we wish. 
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CHOOSE TO ACCEPT 

In Mission: Impossible III, Tom 

Cruise attempts his most spectacular 
stunt yet: leaping back onto the sane 
side of the couch. This time around, he's 
out to save the world from an evil master- 
mind played by Philip Seymour Hoffman, 
a scenario that's only slightly less plausi- 
ble than the thought of him settling down 
with a former Dawson's Creek star. 



GET LUCKY 
WITH LINDSAY 

is Just My Luck a by-the-numbers 
Lindsay Lohan vehicle or an eerily 
prescient window into the future? 
La Lohan plays a once-golden 
girl wfio inherits the bad 
karma of a star-crossed 
beau she kisses at a 
masquerade ball, 
resulting In arrests, 
mug shots, and jail 
time. Come to think 
of it, maybe It's a 
documentary. 





Aussie psych rockers want to 
blast your mind wide open 

BY MELISSA MAERZ 

Whether the year is 1 970 or 
2006 or 3048, it makes no 
difference to Andrew 
Stockdale. Perhaps, the 
afro'd Wolfmother singer suggests, the 
year we're living in is no more or less 
tangible than the magical era of horned 
beasts he describes on his band's self- 
titled psych-stomp, daydream-rockin' 
debut album. "Who's to say that the fact 
it's 1 1 A.M. right now is real? Maybe that's 
the fantasy," Stockdale posits, his over- 
size sunglasses reflecting bassist/organist 
Chris Ross' face as both men grab lunch in 
a Manhattan cafe. "We're just challenging 
people's perceptions." 



He has a point — especially since it's 
actually 1 2:45 P.M. But Stockdale can be 
forgiven for being a bit murky on the whole 
space-time continuum thing. Ever since 
Wolfmother scored a contract by dialing up 
Modular Records and playing their demo 
over the phone, the Sydney, Australia 
natives have been suspended in a jet-lag 
loop of endless touring behind their 
eponymous debut — a stellar, Jumbotron- 
epic album that was recorded partly at 
Hollywood's legendary Cherokee studio 
(or, as Stockdale puts it, "this dodgy disco 
place with rats," where Pink Floyd made 
The Wall). Bridging the blues between Black 
Sabbath and the White Stripes, with story- 
telling in Zeppelin's Middle-earth tradition, 



i the self-titled album has already gone 
JQ platinum Down Under and earned 
the honor of Album of the Year from 
the Aussie alt-rock radio station 
Triple J. Now, as Interscope prepares to 
release Wolfmother Stateside, Stockdale 
says Stephen Malkmus and Daft Punk's 
Thomas Bangalter have professed their 
devotion, alonn with countless bearded 
guys who raised a mighty arghhheeeah! of 
solidarity at a recent New York show. 

But their biggest brush with stardom? 
Ross recalls one postperformance hang 
during which the band met "a little unas- 
suming guy who looked like Jack Black." 
The fan introduced himself by a familiar 
name. "He said he was God," says Ross, 
laughing. "That was a good moment for 
us." And did the Big Guy impart any major 
wisdom? Ross shakes his head. "He was 
like, 'I just want you to sign my album.'" 



PHOTOGRAPH BY JASON TANAKA BLANEY 
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Mike Skinner 



of the Streets 

BY JULIANNE SHEPHERD 



London's 26-year-olcl, slang-coining garage rapper Mike 
Skinner spins droll tales about his daily mishaps. Thanl<s to 
a sneaker endorsement, giant replicas of the low-key ivlC's 
face have graced U.K. billboards, giving him angst, rather 
than a big head. We grilled Skinner about the inspirations behind 
the Streets' third album, The Hardest Way to Make an Easy Living. 



What's an easy way to make 
an easy living? I'm actually 
thinking of investing in 
Japanese competition koi 
carp. Apparently, there are a 
couple of footballers in 



England who've done it. 
Someone else keeps it for 
you, in Japan. But they enter 
competitions, and it's big 
money. I think it's like a dog 
show. Like "best gills" or 



"See, lold you I 
like geezers. 
Bingo, anyone?" 



whatever. It's purely financial. 
Business, honey! 

On Easy Living you lament 
Americans' lack of under- 
standing of British slang, like 
fag and fit. In England our 
dialogue has developed over 
hundreds of years. Thousands 
almost. And yours is more like 
a couple hundred. I find it 
fascinating. 

Maybe I should challenge 
you to a slang-off. Oh, we 

make up slang tool We call it 
"cabin fever." On tour, words 
just develop out of silly jokes. 
Pranging is a good one; it 
means cocaine. It's kind of a 



Q+A 



Londonism, I think. Marlon, 
that's another Streetsism, which 
is a weird way of saying brandy. 
Like Marlon Brando, but for 
some reason, it doesn't really 
fit. I could go on forever, literally. 

Okay, here's one of ours: 
Beyonce'd, which means 
you're "crazy in love." Oooh! 
Yeah! That's deep. H/f me up! 
Drop it lil<e it's tiot! I've got the 
Americanisms down. We also 
say "tour support," that's 
another word for cocaine. 
'Cause not only is it supporting 
you on tour, but you're spending 
the tour support. I'm not drink- 
ing anything at the moment 
because I've decided to give it 
up for a while, but normally I 
like brandy and ginger, Marlon 
Rouge, rouge 'cause it's red. 
We're all really into the '80s, and 
we do this yuppie thing where 
we say everything in a French 
accent to sound cultured. 

Why are you into the '80s? 

I grew up in it, so in general, 
everything from the '80s is 
cool. My favorite video of all 
time is "Hello" by Lionel Richie. 
He's with this blind girl, and 
she touches his face and 
makes a sculpture of his face 
from clay. It's everyone's 
favorite video of all time. 
Everyone I know, anyway. 



^THINGS YOU DIDN'T 
KNOW ABOUT 

M/k^ Skime-y 

A He diagnosed his dog, 
" Tonya, with ADD. 

C\ He flew to Rome for 
^ Pope John Paul It's 
funeral. 

^ All of his pant legs are 
^ cuffed, including his 
tracksuits. 

He's obsessed with 
Crest Cinnamon Rush 
toothpaste. 

1^ He only pronounces 
"Memento Mori" 
incorrectly for the 
sake of rhyming. 
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BRAND NEW ALBUM 
FEATURING "WORLD WIDE SUICIDE" 
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THE GOODS 



Welcome to Hells Dollhouse 

Barbie beware: An army of unsettling goth dolls is creeping into toyland 
BY JUSTIN HAMPTON 




B; 
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arbie might look smashing in 

a prom gown, but for some folks 
I she looks better after a few min- 
utes in the microwave. Indeed, 
a thriving subculture of darl<ly themed 
gothic dolls and plush figures has been 
developing since The Nightmare 
Before Christmas' Jack Skeliington 
stumbled into theaters in 1993. 

The latest entries in the world 
of disquieting dolls include Teddy 
Scares, a line of chilling stuffed bears 
that premiered its second series at 
February's International Toy Fair; 
October Effigies (Kerry Kate's old- 

Bandswith goth 
tendencies are 
drawn to alt dolls. 



Cyrus, th' 



timey freaks); Strange Dolls (Beth 
Robinson's gaunt characters); and 
Cuddly Rigor Mortis (horror-movie-based 
plush toys, like an S&M gimp, werewolf, 
and bat. who call New Jersey home). 
These newcomers join established 
spine-tingling lines like Living Dead Dolls. 
Emily the Strange, and Dame Darcy. 

"Our dolls are the antithesis to the 
classic formula," says Ed Long, cocreator 
of Living Dead Dolls, which features 
scarred and bloody children and "fashion 
victims." Long's models — in addition to 
the Bleeding Edge begothed figurines 
and Ugly Shyla's surrealist dream- 




|1) Abnormal Cyrus; (2) Living Dead's 
Gluttony; |3) October Effigies' Story 
Teller; (4) Bleeding Edge's Victoria 



demons and ghoulish dead kids — 
continue to push the boundaries of 
doll decency. Some of them come 
with MySpace-styled profiles on 
their boxes describing suitably 
morbid backstories (Abnormal 
Cyrus, the one-eyed ruined 

bruin from Teddy | 
Scares, enjoys puke- 
green hues and I 
"counting cracks in 
the ceiling"). 
Bands with goth 
tendencies have long been 
drawn to alt dolls. Rob 
Zombie unveiled an 1 8-inch 
leather-clad version of himself 
n 2001 , Marilyn Manson devel- 
oped a limited-edition toy line, 
and AFI sell plush toys named 
Art and Articia. Last December, 
My Chemical Romance intro- 
duced action figures depicting 
each eyelinered member. 
Bleeding Edge creator Steve 

Varner credits the market's new, 
profitable appeal to adults to the 
rise of tech toys: "The toy industry 
is being overrun by the video game 
industry. Toys have been relegated to the 
collectors." So even if the dolls will never 
drive Barbie's Camaro, they'll spend 
many years giving onlookers creepy 
stares. As pop-culture-collectibles 
appraiser Gary Sohmers puts it, "Grue- 
some does have long-term desirability." 





Pray for rock'n'roll: FM3 and their coolest invention 



ANOTHER NIRVANA BOX 

Ambient noise at your fingertips! 
At first glance, the Buddha Machine 
could be a transistor radio or a bootleg 
iPod. In actuality, the gadget, which can 
be found on the shelves of cool music 
stores and in online shops, is a portable 
ambient-noise generator that has quickly 
caught the attention of artists like Brian 
Eno, who reportedly bought eight of them. 

Originally a trinket in Chinese temple 
gift shops, the $23 device (which comes 
in six colors and runs on two AA batter- 
ies) was reconfigured by Beijing-based 



noise duo FM3. "I thought it would be a 
good way to save time doing sound 
Installations," says the group's Christiaan 
Virant. He and partner Zhang Jian spent 
three years tweaking the box to play nine 
loops of woozy, hypnotic drones. 

Virant says he prefers tone patterns 
that "seduce me away from whatever it 
is I'm doing," and he boasts the device 
can bring about a Zen-like state. Just 
don't be deceived by the schematics on 
FM3's website — cracking the machine 
open reveals neither a tiny Buddha nor 
enlightenment. ANDY BETA 



32 WWW.SPIN.COM MAY 2006 



Ct 



iterial 



iiii 



MUSIC THAT CHANGED MY LIFE nOISe 



DMC 

BY KYLE ANDERSON 



The ups and downs of being a living 
legend have left DMC with a lot of 
stories, a little humility, and one hell 
of a varied record collection. With a 
new album. Checks Thugs and Rock 'n 
Roll, the goals of the man born Darryl 
McDaniels have become simple. "At the 
end of the day, I hope people say one of 
three things about my music: 'I disagree 
completely with what he's saying,' 'I 
agree,' or 'Yo, that's funny.'" 

The Beatles Sgt. Pepper's Lonely 
Hearts Club Band capitol. wev "When i 

discovered classic rock, all my friends 
would say, 'Dude, that's old music' But I 
hadn't heard it before, so it was new. Sgt. 
Pepper's was a journey. It got me high 
without taking drugs." 

Neil Young Harvest RfpmsE 7972 "We 

were doing [the 1 999 Run-DMC album] 
Crown Royal, and people were like, 'You 
need to get with these hot producers, and 
you should let some young MCs write 
your rhymes.' I was like, 'Is this what 
my career has come to? Trying to fit 
in?' When I heard [Harvest's] 'Out on the 
Weekend,' I said, 'I'm going to buy an 
acoustic guitar, get In my pickup, and 
just drive the hell out of here and go to 
Nebraska or somewhere.'" 



Pink Floyd The Dark Side of the 

Moon CAPITOL. 1973 "I was in Portland, 
Oregon, I put the radio on, and 'Us and 
Them' was on. It sounded huge, like a 
black hole. With Pink Floyd, they were all 
great songs individually, but every song 
was a part of the whole." 

Stevie Wonder Songs in the Key 

of Life fjOTOWN. 1976 "I can remember 
riding my skateboard. I can remember 
playing ball in my friend's yard after 
school. I can remember taking the toke off 
that joint. It was the soundtrack to the 
movie of my life that summer." 

Public Enemy Yo! Bum Rush the 

Show ocFjxM, 19B7 "People ask me, 'Who 
do you think is the greatest rapper of all 
time: Tupac or Biggie?' I always say Chuck 
D. God came down and personified him- 
self in Chuck D. Once I heard him, I knew I 
had to step it up, because I was thinking. 



'If this guy keeps this up, I'm going to 
lose.' To this day, I tell him, 'You're my idol. 
Chuck,' but he never believes me." 

Brand Kubian One for All 

ELEKTRA. 1990 "I had my new Caddie — an '86 
Fleetwood. Brand Nubian was the only 
cassette I would play all day. That record 
had three of the deftest MCs out at the 
time. They talked about crack, prophets in 
Islam, fresh gear, and hot honeys. Talk to 
any MC from that era— we all remember it." 

"Sgt. Pepper's was a 
journey. It got me high 
without taking drugs." 




Joan Osborne Relish blue gorilla/ 

MERCURY. 199S "'One of Us' really got to me. 
It gave me God without the contradictory 
demands of organized religion. I gravitated 
to it, and everyone thought I was crazy. 
We'd be on tour, and Run and Jay would 
listen to it like it was torture, and I would just 
say, 'You don't know what you're missing.'" 

Sarah McLachlan Surfacing ar/sia 

1997 "I was on the road in Europe [in 1 997]. 
Life was good, but I decided it wasn't 
exciting being DMC anymore. So I said, 
'When I get home, I'm going to kill myself.' 
But when I got home, I turned the radio on, 
and 'Angel' was playing, and it saved me. 
I met her and said, 'Hi, Miss McLachlan. 
I was suicidal, and your record gave me a 
reason to live.' She said, 'Thank you, D. 
That's what music is supposed to do.'" 
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Wackestra! (clockwise 
from left): Tambeur, 
Alex Chow, Diamonds, 
Pat Gregoire, James R. 
Guthrie, Patrice Agbokou 
Sebastian Chow 



Canadian jokesters make 
supercatchy weirdo pop 
BY KYLE ANDERSON 

Devoted indiephiles may think they 
remember Nick Diamonds and 
J'aime Tambeur from now-defunct 
lo-fi Montreal quirk-poppers the 
Unicorns, but it turns out they do not. 
"Unicorns didn't physically exist; they're 
mythical creatures," says Tambeur, 26. 
Likewise, "The Unicorns never existed," 
adds Diamonds, 24, in a dry deadpan. 
"People think they remember shows, 
records — but it's a mass hallucination." 
Says Tambeur: "As far as bands that don't 
exist go, it was one of the most success- 
ful, like Spinal Tap or Radiohead." 



In an attempt to join the ranks of the 
unabashedly existent, the pair has assem- 
bled Islands, whose debut. Return to the 
Sea (Equator), features a rollicking, whimsi- 
cal sound aided by an all-star team of 
guests, including members of Arcade Fire 

and MCs Busdriver and Subtitle The songs 

meld radio-friendly melodies with alt-folk 
orchestrations and surrealist lyrics (think 
Zappa writing for Broken Social Scene), 
though Diamonds' inspirations are more 
obscure: "I'm influenced by Corey Haim's 
German techno singles. They're amazing." 

"I'm influenced by Corey 
Haim's German techno 
singles. They're amazing." 

NICK DIAMONDS 



Credit Return to the Sea's relatively 
lush sound to the single force that drives 
Islands: money. "We had $300 to make a 
Unicorns record," says Diamonds. "We 
had a full $750 for Islands," notes Tambeur. 

"Of course, half of that went to cocaine," 
adds Diamonds. 

Though ironic joshing may unite them. 
Diamonds and Tambeur thrive on healthy, 
creative competition. "When I die, I just 
want to know I have done better than 
Nick," says Tambeur, "We're just like Shaq 
and Kobe. Except for the rape allegations." 



PHOTOGRAPH BY RICHARD BELAND 
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Grillz to Pay 
the Bills 

Brightening stars' lives 
with shiny gold teeth 
BY KYLE ANDERSON 



On Nelly's hit "Grillz," Paul Wall 
brags, "Call me George Foreman, 
'cause I'm selling everybody grills." 
The Houston MC has taken that mis- 
sion quite literally— his teeth-accessorizing 
website, grillsbypaulwall.com, is now open 
for business. To get a custom-made set, all it 
takes is a mold from a dentist, a few grand, 



and Paul's boundless, platinum-and- 
diamond-studded imagination. In an attempt 
to enhance their appeal. Spin has given 
public figures mouthy makeovers (all done 
with aptly named selections available at 
Wall's online store). "We take pride in the 
unique craftsmanship," says Wall. "It's 
elegant and it's flashy." 



DICK 
CHENEY 

"Read My Lips" 

Cheney gets DUCK written 
in red stones so we'll know 
(a) what he's hunting, and 
(b| what we should do 
when around him. 



DAVE 
CHAPPELLE 

"Word of Mouth" 
It's a flashy but not too 
expensive model, since 
returning that Comedy 
Central money had to 
have hurt his budget. 





AXLRi 

"Expensive Taste" 
If (and when) Chinese 
Democracy drops, those 
wishing to dismiss him as 

a has-been will be 
mesmerized by his smile, 
just like they were 
in 1986. 



"Ice Tray" 
This wall of gems will 
immediately reclaim his 
rep as an ambassador 
of ice, successfully 
vaulting him ahead of 
Cube and Vanilla for 
supremacy. 



GWEN 
STEFANI 

"Disco Ball ' 
Now whenever "Hollaback , 
Girl" comes on the PA 4 
in the club, her wacky f 
smile will provide the 
b-a-n-a-n-a-s (and 
refract lightl). ^. 



GEORGE^ 
FOREMAN 

"Sno Cone" 
Considering how many 
shots ex-boxer Foreman 
has taken, it's only right 
that his choppers look 
a little broken, but 

also hardcore. 
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■ Yau Stiimk, It Wouloim't Matter If Yau Were The Last Guy Oim Earth. 

IVext tints, use the strangest Old Spice clear gel an the planet. 

IVew Red Zone Clear Eel. 
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Flaming Clips 



Awesome music videos on the Web at YouTube 

BY CHRISTOPHER R. WEINGARTEN 




1. RHAPSODY IN WU 

What: Deeply moved by the passing 
of or Dirty Bastard, fleet-fingered 
guitarist Buckethead responds with 
a somber memorial. Wearing a 
Leatherface mask, a hammy Bucket 
lip-synchs to "Shame on a Nigga," 

backed by his trusty posse of rubber 
monsters. Highlight: A grisly hand 
puppet that looks like a burn 
victim totally nails Raekwon's 
verse. Deep like a Navy SEAL. 
Part that will haunt your 
dreams: The sinking feeling 
you get when you realize 
Buckethead would rather do 
this than be in Guns N' Roses. 




2. THE SAD PUNK 

What: A schlubby Frank Black 
joins a hyperstyled David Bowie 
to sing "Fashion" at the Thin 
White Duke's 50th birthday bash 
at Madison Square Garden. 
Highlight: The moment just 
before the song ends, when 
Bowie turns to Black, who's been 
standing awkwardly at his side 
for several minutes, to finally 
acknowledge his presence. 




flK^r^-B III 




3. A MOULD DAY IN HELL 

What: In their last year together, 
accidental emo architects 
Husker Du perform "Could You 
Be the One" on a 1 987 episode 
of The Late Show Starring Joan 
Rivers. Highlight: The 
exhausted Huskers are called 
over to the couch for a brief 
interview, where Rivers asks a 
visibly uncomfortable Bob 
Mould, "Are you Danish?" 



6. FEAR OF A 
MOSHING PLANET 

What: Los Angeles punkers Fear 
destroy Saturday Night Live In 
1 981 with a rowdy two-song 
performance involving stage 
divers, profanity, and a guitarist 
in an emerald dress. The result? 
The show banned punk acts for 
a decade. Highlight: Frontman 
Lee Ving announcing, "It's great 
to be here in New Jersey." 




5. ENDLESS PLUMBER 

What: Band geeks dressed like 
Nintendo superstars Mario and 
Luigi perform a sprightly tribute 
to everyone's favorite video 
game theme on the marimba. 
Highlight: This six-minute 
talent-show performance peaks 
with a cameo from Princess 
Peach, who rocks the mallets 
while the always underrated 
Toad holds down the drums. 




Note — not an actual souvenir shop: 9:30 Club restroom 
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MLtE HARDCORE TOUR 



See the punk-rock sites of 
Washington. D.C.! 
In June, Yellow Arrow, an art and tech- 
nology project, will start a text- 
messaging tour of Washington, D.C.'s 
legendary hardcore scene. The New 
York City-based group plans to affix 
yellow arrow stickers to sites around 
the city, which will tip off passersby to 
multimedia content available on their 
phones if they type in specific codes. 



The tour will likely include famed 
venues like the old 9:30 Club, Black 
Cat, Fort Reno, Sacred Heart Church, 
as well as the Wilson Center and sev- 
eral houses In the Mt. Pleasant neigh- 
borhood, which many young punks 
called home. Text messages will also 
link tourists to audio commentary from 
members of Fugazi and former Nation 
of Ulysses frontman Ian Svenonius, 
among others, as well as direct them 
to online archival footage. ANDY BETA 
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so GOOD. IT WENT 
GOLD BEFORE SELLING 

ASINRIEUNIT. 
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Fe'^Kuary ii, 2oo<2> 

The Fiery Furnaces 



Brother-sister act pump up 
the volume (and the confusion) 

BY ANDREW BEAUJON 



The best part about tonight is that 
there's a guy standing there paint- 
ing," announced the Fiery Furnaces' 
ironically intense frontwoman, 
Eleanor Friedberger, and indeed, there he 
was, stage right, a fellow named Chris with 
a frizzy beard and black-framed 
glasses, trying to capture the 
band's essence with slashes of 
black and blue. In truth, the 
entire audience faced a similar 
challenge: Deciphering 
Friedberger's stage patter, 
much less her lyrics, through 
the oodles of echo soaking her 
microphone's output was 
nearly as difficult as discerning 
the accomplished pop music 
behind the obstacles the band 
placed in its way. 

At this show — the second 
on a monthlong tour support- 




ing Rehearsing My Choir — the songs from 
the Brooklyn group's first LP, 2003's 
Gallowsbird's Bark, were teardowns, their 
pajama-party-at-a-book-festival vibe 
subsumed by aggressive instrumentation, 
extreme tempo shifts, and guitar chaos 
(courtesy of Eleanor's brother Mait, who 
used to play mostly keyboards live). All the 
songs' original elements were there — 
direct, deadpan vocals, sarcastically epic 
choruses, lyrics about office supplies — 
but rendered ever more abstruse as the 
evening wore on. 

Eleanor Friedberger looks like a recep- 
tionist who, emboldened by a few drinks 
at the office Christmas party, has been 
pushed onto a karaoke stage. Opening the 
show with "Chris Michaels," from 2004's 





S T 







Somewhat awkward song introductions 
used by Brooklyn-based openers Kapow! 
"i-las anyone here got any experience with 
VD?" "Who doesn't like transvestites?" 
Rehearsing My (Church) Choir? Eleanor's 
white outfit made her look Baptism-ready. 




(1| Eleanor Friedberger 
finds her bliss; (2) Matt 
eyes his sister warily 



Blueberry Boat, her 
bangs covering her 
eyes, she rarely 
regarded the crowd 
directly. And in a habit 
perhaps nurtured by 
car trips with big bro, 
she stuck to her side 
of the stage, even 
after resting her guitar to go handheld, as 
on "Single Again," which was transformed 
from a synth-pop stomp to scorching punk. 
By then, Eleanor had conquered her shy- 
ness and snarled and bit her syllables in a 
way that belied her mousy appearance. 

Matt served as bandleader, his chunky 
chords and surprising shreditude an effec- 
tive, if not especially apt, foil for Eleanor's 
bell-like vocals. This blood-and-guts itera- 
tion of the Furnaces was a clear departure 
from the carnivalesque sound with which 
the band befuddled audiences just a year 
earlier. Abetted by the rhythm section of 
Bob D'Amico and Sebadoh's Jason 
Loewenstein, they struck funk in old num- 
bers like "Don't Dance Her Down" and 
made the group's most strident songs 
danceable, or at least twitchable. 

But it was all a bit wearying, even the 
totally exhilarating parts, like the encore of 
Gallowsbird's Bark's "Bow Wow," which 
was as obscured by psychedelia as the 
streets outside were by the blizzard that 
was blanketing the East Coast. At the end 
of the show, Chris' canvases looked like 
he'd been throwing rulers dipped in paint 
at them. "Sometimes you paint all night; 
sometimes it goes by quick," he said in a 
distracted drawl when asked if he'd 
enjoyed the show. "That went by quick." 

PHOTOGRAPHS BY PATRICK BIEDRYCKI 



promotion 



Evisu Loves PUMA, The PUMA Store, 
Georgetown, DC, February 2006 
PUMA, Spin, and Evisu ceiebrated tlie 
launch of True Love Never Dies, a co- 
branded series of Evisu denim, available 
exclusively at Tfie PUMA Stores. Special 
guest appearance by Morningwood and 
DJs Dave Nada and Tittswortfi. 



WISH Y»U WERE HEHE. 



rMofningwood'a 
Jeremy Asbrocji I 



IS 



spin as an accessc^,^^ Partygoen =h 



DJTinswonh • -ri.'* 



Hands up if you love Morningwood 




1 



Checking out the merchandise 



Monwigwood's Chanlal Claret (inos Irue love 



Piling^ Beer provided by Newcastle Brovi/r) Ate. 



I 

Bad Teenage Moustache 

Spintein Stephanie Chall |leH) Jack Jaiamillo. Jeremy Buhler (direi 

with fnend, Bobbi Meyet ftwer). Dawn Kam^ling itie Press 

Rodnguez of Pilot Light Pictures 



Jack Jaramillo, Jeremy Buhler jdirectof of Kingdom of Uttimate 
Power]. Dawn KameHing the Pwss House, and Gustavo 
Rodnguez of Pilot Lighl Pictures 



The Comas rock Ihe Cutting Room 



- / t / 



rife 



BrettSgmont with Ga^riela Gareia^ Tom Marsd 



■ HBO's Joanna Scholl.Ptayt»y'sB(ianGeaigi. 

Wrttet Brett Sejmont with Ga^riela Gareia Wa Tom Marsden and Bad Teerage MoustacKe's Ks»y B. Dwyer 



Meggy Boat, Inc 's Bernadette Schery, Kenya Ijnano, 
and Wile's Teddy Hatwood 



e Power 
The Cutting Room, New York City, 
February 2006 

Spir^, Mountain Dew MDX, and the Press 
House presented the New York Premiere 
of 71*76 Kingdoir) of Ultimate Power, a film 
by Jeremy Buhler and Gustavo Rodriguez. 
Following the film, the Comas and Bad 
Teenage Moustache performed while the 
crowd enjoyed complimentary 
Mountain Dew /SfaSM^ 
MDX cocktails. f^^^ 
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Wu-Tang Clan 



Rap's first great collective 
celebrates their glory days 

BY JON CARAMANICA 



These are your favorite super- 
heroes onstage," Ghostface Killah 
informed the 3,000 nostalgias at 
Wu-Tang Clan's Valentine's Day 
homecoming. Which was true, of course, 
in the sense that Wu-Tang doesn't, strictly 
speaking, exist. Nowadays, it's mostly a 
guise adopted by the old crew when the 
need arises. And it's an idea for the faithful 
to cling to, a security blanket for those 
unwilling to change with the times. 

That this show was mostly about reas- 
surance — a statement of purpose from a 
group that basically hasn't moved an inch 
in the last decade — wasn't the liability It 
might have been for a lesser act. If not 
quite reaching their own high-water mark 
for chaos, the set was still vintage Wu: 
dingy, unruly, and sometimes thrilling. 
There was Method Man, Olympic-swim- 



mer lean, figuring out how to surf the 
crowd while standing upright and only 
bothering to rap maybe half his lines. 
Group leader RZA, in crisp cornrows, sur- 
veyed his beast with clear pride, rapping 
along with Raekwon on "Da Mystery of 
Chessboxin'." Cappadonna — Wu-Tang 
logo tee tied, inexplicably, around his right 
ankle — delivered his legendary two- 
mlnute-plus verse from "Winter Warz" 
over, inexplicably, the wrong beat. From 
time to time, one of GZA's two sons would 
grab a microphone and rap along, occa- 
sionally out-shouting the old folk. 

The Wu's curious glitches have been 
honed through years of disorder, but by 
now there's no spontaneity. To pay tribute 
to the late 01' Dirty Bastard — the gaping, 
eccentric hole at the Clan's core — they 

"What you hearing 
today, there's a little piece 
of all of us in it." 

METHOD MAN 



waited more than an hour and then 
skimmed over "Brooklyn Zoo" and 
"Shimmy Shimmy Ya." It was, unlike the 
man himself, perfunctory and calculated. 

It's not their fault, but the most important 
rap group of the '90s has been left behind 
by its '00s inheritors. Their concept has 
been emulated and refined by those with 
more momentum, from G-Unit to the Hot 
Boys (R.I. P.) to the Diplomats. All of the Wu 
know this (Method Man: "What you hearing 
today, there's a little piece of all of us in it"), 
though that didn't stop them from griping 
about how simple running things once was. 

After a brief stab at favorite "C.R.E.A.M.," 
Ghostface cued the DJ to play D4L's 
bubble-hop hit "Laffy Taffy" and said, 
"That's some fake-ass shit." As if the very 
success of the Wu hadn't made it possible 
for a crew of unlikely 'hood celebrities to 
become pop infiltrators, the complaining 
continued: "They fucking up my airtime, 
they fucking up my video time." That it 
wasn't true didn't matter. On this night, in 
this crowd, everyone was a believer. 
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Y«U REAl IT HERE FIRST 




THE BLACK EYED PEAS 
PUMP THE HONDA CIVIC TOUR 

The 2006 Honda Civic Tour, with Grammy" 
Award winning headliners the Black Eyed 
Peas, is now touring across the USA. 

The Honda Civic Tour, now in its sixth year, 
teams Honda with amazing performers 
in an effort to promote environmental 

consciousness nationwide-the featured car 
being the new Civic Hybrid. 

This year, the Honda Civic Tour gives fans 
the chance to see a one-of-a-kind band 
performing live and the all-new, completely 
redesigned Civic Hybrid customized by the 
Black Eyed Peas themselves. 

To view their customized ride and get 
information on when the Peas will be 
driving their groove to your town, go to 
hondaclvictour.com. 



THE BEST OF 

MASSIVE 
ATTACK 




THE NEW ALBUM 

COLLECTED 

Features all the classics 
plus the new single 
Live With Me. 

ALSO AVAILABLEi 
SPECIAL LIMITED EDITIDN! 

INCLUDES «DDualDisc 0 F 

NEW SONGS & RARE MATERIAL 
+ ALL THE VIDEOS. 



IN STORES NOW! 



WWW .masslveattacK.com 
www.vlrglnrecords.com 

This compilation B 2006 Virgin Records Ltd. under exclusive 
license In the United States to Virgin Records America. Inc. 




■ Gretchen Mol - 
vamps it up in The 
Notorious Bettie 
Page; (opposite 
page) Mol in New 
York In January 



OTS 



AWhole 
Nude 
World 




Nobody believed that 
Gretchen Mol could 
play The Notorious 
Bettie Page, but in the 
unabashed new biopic, 
the actress pulls it off 

BY DAVE ITZKOFF 



sually when Gretchen Mol shows 

up to a photo shoot, she can 
expect to find racks stocked with 
enough designer clothing to 
outfit an entire Academy Awards 
after-party. But lately she's found 
tlial a few eager photographers would like to 
immortalize her in less dignified attire — per- 
haps, say, a garter belt, a leather bustier, or 
the occasional ball gag. "It's like, 'No fetish 
gear, thank you,"' Mol says with a laugh. 
"You'll have to pay your ten dollars to see 
that, just like evcPi body else." 

The.se frustrated camerapeople can be for- 
given if they can no longer distinguish 
between Mol and her immersive perfonnance 



The original 
desperate 
housewife: 
Bettie Page 
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in The Notorious Bettie Page, which casts the 
33-year-old actress as the bouncy, bountiful 
pinup queen of the Eisenhower era. Nearly a 
half-century before Pamela Anderson and 
Carmen Electra, Page was iconic for her good 
looks and her lack of modesty — a Nashville 
belle whose cheesecake pictures and spank- 
ing films permanently fixed her buxom frame 
and brunette locks in the minds of prurient 
American men, not to mention generations 
of female admirers who adopted Page's 
empowered but accessible style. 



"Fetishism was as 
strange to people in the 
1950s as UFOs." 

Since 1993, filmmaker Mary Harron [I Shot 
Andy Warhol, American Psycho) had wanted 
to make a movie of Page's life, but after 
years of fruitless auditions, she wasn't neces- 
sarily ready to entrust the starring role to 
a petite, demure blonde from Connecticut. 
"IGretchenI seemed to look so completely 
wrong for it, " says Harron. "She's very Nordic- 
looking, and Bettie wsis part Native American." 
But what won over the director in their first 
meeting was an emotional 
connection that Mol and 
Page shared beneath all the 
exposed skin. "Bettie was 26 
when she started her model- 
ing career," Harron says, "and 
she already had a failed mar- 
riage. You needed someone 
who'd lived a bit, who had a 
certain sadness of experience 
as a counterpoint to the perki- 
ness and the innocence." 

While Mol may not have 
suffered the same indignities 
as Page (who was subpoenaed 
to testify at a 1955 U.S. Senate 
hearing on pornography and 
indecency), she certainly 
knew how it felt to be 
weighted down by one's past. At the turn of 
the millennium, Mol found herself designated 
as Hollywood's new "it" girl, appearing in ten 
movies (and on two Vanity Fair covers) in 
1998 and 1999 alone. But when none of those 
films, including Woody Allen's Celebrity and 
the Matt Damon poker thriller. Rounders, 
became huge hits, she was just as abruptly 
perceived as being unworthy of the hype that 
had preceded her. "It wasn't just that that 
[reputation] affected my career," says Mol. "I 
didn't have the roles or the films to counter it, 



5 THINGS YOU 
DIDN'T KNOW ABOUT 

BETTIE PAGE 

When her parents 
divorced, she lived In an 
orphanage for a year. 

She made most of 
her outfits herself. 



1 

2 
3 

5 



In high school she 
was voted Most Likely 
to Succeed. 

Hugh Hefner reportedly 
saved her from 
bankruptcy. 

After retirement. 
Page became a 
born-again Christian. 



to stand up next to it." 

In the years that followed, 
Mol continued to deliver 
strong if uncelebrated per- 
formances, particularly in 
the stage and film versions 
of Neil LaBute's Tlie Shape of 
Things. By the time she was 
approached to read for 
Bettie Page, she saw it not as 
a chance to lose herself in 
the role, but to at last strip 
away audiences' preconceived notions of her. 
"It's not a transformation," Mol insists. "It's 
just that nobody has seen me do anything." 

Mol threw herself into the process of 
becoming the character, reciting dialogue 
with her grandmother, a North Carolina 
native, to capture Page's soft Southern 
accent and reviewing many of Page's old 
films and magazine spreads. At the same 
time, Mol steeled herself for scenes in which 
she reenacted Page's most provocative 
shoots, in the same attire (or lack of it) as her 



predecessor. "At this point, any actors and 
actresses you can think of, if you want to see 
them naked, just Google them," Mol says. 
"I'm proud I did it — 1 also know I'll never be 
able to do that again." 

Though a Cold War morality crusade may 
have damaged Page in the short term, 
Harron ultimately sees her as a positive influ- 
ence on American culture who helped 
demystify sexuality for a generation that 
regarded it as dirty and potentially danger- 
ous. "Fetishism was as strange to them as 
UFOs or Communism," Harron says. "If you 
saw a picture of someone in a negligee or in 
bondage, what cataclysmic effects would that 
have had on a young person?" 

And to the woman who portrayed her, Page 
remains the perfect blueprint of a sexual 
icon. "With the sex symbols of today, you 
don't feel like you're getting the real person by 
the time it's been airbrushed to death," says 
Mol. "It's so refreshing to look back at those 
images of Bettie in bikinis she made. She was 
a self-made sex symbol. Not man-made." O 
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THE GAMEKILLERS 

There are people out there whose sole mission in life is to cause you to 
blow your cool and lose the girl. They are. The Gomekillers. 



THE MESS 

He^ll take you away from your girl and into the gutter. 




When you're with a girl, he's the last guy you wont 
to see. Some of his favorite game-killing pastimes 
include fart lighting, throwing lawn furniture into 
the pool, and bringing up the time you spent $300 
at a second-tier strip club. While these are perfectly 
acceptable "guy" activities, to a girl, they can make 
you come off as a buffoon. The Axe Dry wearer 
keeps his cool and picks the right place and time 
to engage The Mess and his many misadventures. 
Sure, he's an old friend. But he's also a loose cannon 
pointing right at your game. 



Don't 





Keep Your Cool. Axe Dry. 

Learn more at gamekillers.com 
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Weezer 



I I GOES TO I 

Harvard 



Meditating in a closetp fending 
off fans in the cafeteriap 
studying sex injthe Age 
of Enlightenment, 

Rivers Cuomo 
is one busy pupil. 
What the hell 
is going oa? 
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nybody know where Whitman Hall is?" 

On the frozen February afternoon I was supposed to 
meet Rivers Cuomo, only two of the many Harvard 
pedestrians I stopped had even heard of the dorm, 
current home of the cerebral Weezer frontman. (The 
36-year-old rock star is finishing his final tour of collegiate duty — he 
started at Harvard in 1995 and has been attending on and off ever 
since.) It might have been the weather or chilly Ivy League attitude or 
bad conversational luck, but some of the students even seemed pissed 
off by the simple geographical question. Nonetheless, I battled my 
way through the chill and eventually had my audience with Cuomo. 



DAY 1 It's Friday in Cambridge, Mass- 
achusetts, and I'm standing on the fourth 
floor of Whitman Hall next to Cuomo's assis- 
tant, Sarah Kim, a pleasant 28-year-old who 
is wearing a long white jacket and has a 
daub of red in her hair. (Among other 
duties, she maintains a work-in-progress 
archive at her apartment with more than 
1,000 CDs containing Weezer music.) She 



knocks and a little head pokes out. First 
impression: Cuomo is slight and very white, 
with worse posture than 1 expected. Due to 
his recent immersion in Vipassana — an 
ancient Buddhist form of meditation — I 
expect him to be a bit pensive and austere. 
Instead, he slumps around in black pants cind 
a button-down shirt with intersecting hori- 
zontal and vertical lines. A balled- up olive 



The rock star 
multitasks in 
his dorm room 



fleece and non-Buddy Holly glasses are on 
the bed. A millionaire with a modified mullet. 

Rock's most famous English major is not 
unaware of how he appears to other people. 
"I've never been a confident-and-charis- 
matic-fronlman type of guy," he says. "I'm 
not great-looking, and it's kind of just getting 
worse with time. Now I'm just gonna be an 
old not-great-looking, not-charismatic guy." 

The room is small and tidy — like that of an 
obedient middle-school kid. On the desk sits 
a copy of Robinson Crusoe; on the shelves, a 
Bible, The Norton Shakespeare, a volume of 
Goethe, a book on the histon,- of India. There 
are a few electric fans, a humidifier, a laptop 
and printer. On the walls are several colored 
maps of India and one of the world. 

He has a modest CD collection, the top 
rack of which seems to be mostly opera and 
classical. "Those are just all the CDs that I 
haven't ripped yet, " he says. Cuomo has 
always had a variety of music on the brain. 
AU of last year, he says, he listened to songs 
from Billboard's Hot 100 on his iPod while 
exercising on the treadmill. "Even in my 
metal days in high school, 1 would secretly 
listen to Debbie Gibson or Madonna," he 
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says. "It's not surprising that I kind of like 
pop music still." 

The main evidence of his life as a 
Vipassana meditator — he closes his eyes 
twice a day, for an hour at a time — is the 
closet where he practices his ritual. It's cov- 
ered by two curtains, one green and one 
blue, both dotted with Eastern- flavored pat- 
terns. He later shows me, on his laptop, a 
short video of himself in India, meditating, 
talking about Vipassana, playing soccer with 
little Indian kids. 

But it wasn't quite so peaceful earlier 
today in the Harvard cafeteria. While 
Cuomo was getting lunch, a student he 
didn't know suddenly accosted him, pro- 
claiming angrily that a certain Weezer 
album — our famed fromman would not 
identify which one — was "horrible." "Well. I 
hope you like some of our other albums." 



Brainy! 



Rivers Cuomo is not the only 
genius in rock. Oh, no... 
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Tom Scholz 

BOSTON 

Master's degree in 
electrical engineering 
from MIT 




Dexter Holland 

THE OFFSPRING 
PhD candidate in 
molecular biology, 

use 




Brian May 

OUEEN 

PhD candidate in 
astronomy, Imperial 
College, London 



Greg Graff in 

BAD RELIGION 
Master's in geology, 
UCLA; PhD in zoology 
from Cornell 




Mira Aroyo 

LADYTRON 

PhD in genetics from 

Oxford University, 

England 



Sterling Morrison 

VELVET UNDERGROUND 
PhD in English from 
the University of 
Texas 



Cuomo calmly replied, and just as he turned 
to leave, the Weezer song "Photograph" 
blasted from the cafeteria loudspeakers. 

Now sitting cross-legged on his bed, 
Cuomo describes how the student was 
"really agitated and shaking," and at the 
word "shaking," his own hands jump for a 
second. "Honestly, I was a little scared," he 
says. "If we'd done this interview yesterday, I 
probably would have said, 'Everything is 
great, people treat me great here.' But then 
this one thing happened." 

Cuomo admits he has tried to provoke 
reactions from people in the past. "It's fun to 
be abnormal, to be weird, to be different," 
he says. "You get a rush. But I think it's kind 
of a cheap thrill, it's a cheap form of atten- 
tion, and ultimately you don't end up get- 
ting taken seriously. I've gone back and 
forth between wanting that attention for 
being quirky and being frustrated because I 
realize it's separating me from the majority 
of people out there." 

Cuomo's loneliness has been well 
documented, in song and on his 
MySpace blog, but his infamous vow 
of celibacy (which, according to the 
blog, had something to do with his medita- 
tion practice) is coming to an end. He's 
engaged to Kyoko Ito, a 32-year-old editor 
and translator for a Tokyo-based Web maga- 
zine, whom he met while doing a solo show 
in 1997 at the Middle East in Cambridge. 
She was studying at a local community col- 
lege cmd came to see him play. 

Ito doesn't practice meditation, but 
Cuomo says that she is "tolerant, humble." 
He's planning to write a song called "East 
Coast or West Coast," or perhaps "East Coast 
Versus West Coast," about the couple's 
future home, Los Angeles (Cuomo had once 
considered moving to his home state of 
Connecticut to be near his mother). The 
tune, he says, wil\ run through "all the differ- 
ent reasons and attractions and aversions" 
he has to both coasts. 

So why did California win? 
"Work," he says, and suddenly we're not 
just talking about a song but the next phase 
for Weezer. "California is where the rest of 
the band lives. That's where Rick [Rubin, 
producer of Weezer's last album, Make 
Believe] lives. That's where our manager 
lives. That's where the record company lives." 

"Do you feel a responsibility to keep the 
band going?" I ask. 

"That's a question that's been on my 
mind," he says. "Would it be irresponsible 
of me to say, 'I don't want to do this any- 
more. I want to be a family man'?" He says 
that the question would be better phrased 



as: "What's the best use of my remaining 
days on this earth?" 

And he has an answer. Sort of. "It's an 
open-ended question. It's not like I'm gonna 
find one particular answer and say, 'Oh, this 
is my vision statement.' It's more like some- 
thing I ask myself every day, and I just take 
one step at a time. So in this instance, this 
means going to look at houses in Malibu." 

After more than two hours of conversa- 
tion, we call it quits. But before I leave, he 
walks me through his dorm's elaborate 
underground tunnel system, a journey that 
reminds me of the backstage scene in This Is 
Spinal Tap. Cuomo's feet splay out awk- 
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Tm not great-looking 
and it's just getting 
worse with time." 

+ 

wardly — perhaps an effect of the 1995 sur- 
gery to correct the length of his right leg, 
which was nearly two inches shorter than 
the left (the leg had to be broken and placed 
in a metal frame). But he still moves quite 
fast. We pass the entrance to the cafeteria 
and finedly reach the music room. 

He starts for the door and then realizes 
that he's forgotten his key card, and we're 
locked out. It's kind of funny. This guy is 
doomed, it seems, to be an outsider, no 
matter what school he attends or how many 
millions of records he sells. 

I tell him that it's no big deal, shake his 
hand, and thank him for his time. 

"I'm sorry," he says. "1 can't remember 
your name." 

DA'y 2 I arrive at Sever Hall early Tuesday for 

Cuomo's 10 A.M. lecture. Foreign Cultures 12: 
Sources of Indian Civilization, one of three 
classes he's taking this semester (the others 
are Sex and Sensibility in the Enlightenment 
and a course on 18th-century travel litera- 
ture). Staring at the bulletin board, 1 notice, 
among the usual sorts of flyers — college- 
radio recruitment, study-abroad programs — 
an announcement for "a party to benefit 
victims of sex trafficking in India." 

A party to benefit victims of sex traffick- 
ing in India? 
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Shndding is not exactly the first word that comes to mind: Weezer at the Coachella festival, April 2005 



At 9:42, the first student arrives for class, 
in backpack and beard, and I ask, "Is this 
Foreign Cuhures 12?" Beardie smiles and 
checks his watch. "It will be, at 10," he says. 
The Harvard wit. I step back out into the 
hallway, and more students arrive, includ- 
ing Cuomo. Ensconced in a bulky black 
winter jacket, he shakes my hand, and with 
a genuine smile, calls me by name and asks 
about my weekend. 

Today's lecture by Professor Diana Eck 
will tackle the Upanishads, a group of sacred 
Hindu texts, and I ask Cuomo how he feels 
about participating in class. 

"I don't like it," he says. "But I'm getting 
better." 

"You didn't raise your hand before?" 

"No way," he says, and in those two 
emphatic syllables, I get a sense of Cuomo 
at 16. Or at least the pre-Vipassana Cuomo. 
He says that when he first got to Harvard, he 
could go an entire semester without ever 
raising his hand. 

As we enter the room and grab seats, he 
tells me that today, which happens to be 
Valentine's Day, is the 14th anniversary of 
Weezer's first rehearsal. A few seconds later, 



1 say, "That's probably the longest relation- 
ship you've ever had." 

"Definitely," he replies. 

Professor Eck wears big, round T.S. Eliot 
glasses. (Eliot, 1 remember from my English- 
major days, made reference to the 
Upanishads in The Waste Land.) The class 
seems totally unaware that Cuomo is here. 
Is this an affectation? Is he just very well 
camouflaged? Regardless, as the professor 
lectures, Cuomo diligently takes notes, writ- 
ing in a tiny script on loose sheets of note- 
book paper. We learn many things, but what 
sticks in my mind the most are terms like 
shramana ("spiritual striver or renunciant") 
and brahmacharya ("the celibate student 
life as sacrifice"). 1 hear these words and 
immediately think of the different incarna- 
tions of Rivers Cuomo. 

After class, Cuomo tells me that at 
the ashram school he attended as a 
kid, he studied all different sorts of 
religions. He even learned some 
Hebrew. Then he busts out a little: "Baruch 
atahAdonai, Elohenu melech ka-olam." 
We walk over to the cafeteria, and Cuomo 
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asks the lunch lady if he can pay with his 
card for "his friend" (i.e., me). We grab trays 
and slices of pizza, and spend some time 
talking about other rock stars who, like 
Cuomo, have embarked on spiritual quests. 
Inevitably, Cat Stevens, now known as Yusuf 
Islam, comes up. Cuomo says he almost 
wrote a paper about the singer because "I 
wanted to find out why he quit [pop] music 
and how that applied to me." Cuomo 
believes that Stevens very sincerely felt the 
need for something more in his life and that 
his movement away from secular music 
wasn't due to a lack of record sales. 

I mention to Cuomo that he is often seen 
as a polarizing figure because he messes 
with the myth of sex, drugs, and rock'n'roll. 
He responds quickly, "If sex, drugs, and 
rock'n'roll were working for me, I would 
have stuck with that." 

We eventually head back to the music 
room, and this time we get in. Cuomo tells me 
that there's "a really good vibe" here and that 
it's a place to do "some serious creating." And 
in truth, he appears to be the most at ease I've 
seen him. It's not exactly a punk basement, 
but here's how Cuomo describes it: "No 
heat, stale beer, instruments." Pabst Blue 
Ribbon and Bud Light cans are everywhere. 
On the wall is what he aptly describes as "a 
really wesik attempt at acoustic paneling." 

He picks at a guitar and I wait to hear 
some shredding. He plays a gentle A-chord 
instead. Then he sits down at a dinky kit and 
mentions that his dad played drums on the 
album Odyssey of Iska, by the jazz saxo- 
phonist Wayne Shorter. "I've got his drum 
set," he tells me. Why didn't he want to 
become a drummer himself? "By the time I 
was 13 or so, I felt a strong desire to play 
pitches, melodies." Cuomo kicks a few 
beats, and I ask him to do a little "Beverly 
Hills" boom-boom-chop. He does this even 
better than he speaks Hebrew. 

Finally he moves over to a cheap little 
keyboard. Sitting at the keys, his posture 
seems to have improved. He plays an instru- 
mental version of "Haunt You Every Day," 
my least favorite song off Make Believe; the 
tinny piano sound and buzzy amp don't 
help, but I don't mind. After all his public 
confessions of unhappiness and insecurity, 
it's nice to see the guy looking comfortable. 
Suddenly I realize why Cuomo made such a 
weak first impression in his dorm room: He 
was totally removed from his music. 

We leave, and Cuomo points out the 
dance studio across the way fi-om the music 
room. "In case I ever feel like dancing," he 
says with a laugh. 

"You ever feel like dancing?" 

"No." O 
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I This year, the hands-down-choice band for 
y the Honda Civic Tour was The Blacl< Eyed Peas. 

Their funky style and off-the-hook energy are a 
perfect match for the 2006 Civic, redesigned with more 
spirit, performance savvy and flat-out fun than ever. As 
part of the tour, The Peas got to add their unique flair to 
a shiny new Civic Hybrid. To view their customized ride 
and get info on when The Peas will be driving their groove 
to your town, go to hondacivictour.com. 
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PUNK-PORN PRIESTESS 



NEED*^ANGEL? 




She's got an English lit degree, a Margaret 
Atwood tattoOp and a penchant for anal sex. 
Say hello to alt-porn queen Joanna Angel, 
I's new sex columnist, bynickcatucci 



J 



oanna Angel says she'll never 

forget her first time. "It was the 
most exhilarating experience," the 
generously tattooed 25-year-old 
gushes, recalling the Williamsburg, 
Brooklyn rooftop party she and 
her partner retreated to when they couldn't 
find a proper motel room. "You could feel the 
wind, and all these people were watching and 
eating hamburgers. They were on their cell 
phones, like, 'Dude, you gotta come over!'" 

Angel needn't worry about the iiiemory 
fading — she could always pop in the DVD. 
Most porn stars probably don't remember 
their first shoots so fondly. But Angel, 
cofounder and poster girl of punk-porn 
website and burgeoning mini-empire 
Burning Angel, isn't your run-of-the-flesh- 
mill starlet. For starters, she conceived and 
directed the scene herself, even choosing the 
man with whom she appeared. 
Recently, the black-haired New 
Jersey native and Brooklyn resi- 
dent has emerged as alternative 
porn's most recognizable name: 
She was nominated for Best New 
Starlet at the 2006 Adult Video 
News Awards (and won for Most 
Outrageous Sex Scene), and porn 
blog Fleshbot honored her as 
Top Hottie. And in Spin's June 
issue, she'll debut a sex advice 
column. No question will be too 
pervy. "My specialties," Angel 
ticks off vWth a giggle, "are three- 
somes, anal sex, and astrology." 

Angel calls herself a feminist, 
no small thing, considering that 
even alt-porn pioneer SuicideGirls 



has been plagued by reports of chauvinistic 
leadership. One of her tattoos quotes femi- 
nist writer Margaret Atwood, and Angel 
names progressive sex educator (and 
former porn star) Nina Hartley as a skindus- 
try role model. But Burning Angel, which 
she established in 2002 with business part- 
ner Mitch Fontaine, pro- 
duces hardcore videos as 
filthy as anything you're 
likely to see outside of Ger- 
many. "A lot of porn that I 
see is very soft, sensual porn 
that even I don't like," Angel says, admitting 
that both women and men have accused 
her of betraying feminism. "1 don't think 
there's anything wrong with rough sex." 

Angel also professes admiration for enve- 
lope-pushing star Belladonna. And though 
they're poised at opposite ends of the spec- 



"I was this 
politically active 
punk-rock girl. " 
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WEBSITE 

SuicideGirls -> 

SUICI0EGIRLS.COM 
Scores of photo gal- 
leries. A lingerie line. A 
burlesque DVD. Even a 
cotfee-table book. The 
site that started a revo- 
lution has become the 
sexy-punkette brand. 

DIRECTOR 

Eon McKai 

Taking his name from 
Fugazi's Ian MacKaye, 
he's the director of Art 
School Sluts and Neu 
Wave Hookers (stan-ing 
Joanna Angel). 




BOOK 

Lost Souls 

With her depraved '92 
vampire novel, former 
stripper Poppy Z. Brite 
became the Anne Rice 
for the young and 
multipierced. 



An alt-porn primer 

PORN ACTOR 

Rob Rotten 

star or director of 
more than 1 50 films, 
including Porn of the 
Dead, the inked-up, 
buzz-cut Rotten is the 
punk Ron Jeremy. 



RENAISSANCE IVIAN 

Joe Gallant 

Not only does he film 
NYC amateurs doing 
the (very) nasty, he 
also leads an 1 8-piece 
orchestra and markets 
his stars' self-explana- 
tory Buttpaintings^". 
Genius! 



trum. Angel is indebted to Jenna Jameson, 
porn's first household name since the '70s. 
With more than 100 like-minded women 
naked on her website, regular meetings 
with Larry Flynt (whose Hustler has part- 
nered with Burning Angel), and an image 
that now embodies alt porn. Angel has 
adapted Jameson's model to service the 
horny twentysomething hipsters bored by 
bleached-blonde hair and fake boobs. "I 
adore her," says writer Tristan Taormino, 
who also directed Angel in the delicately 
titled House of Ass. "Her energy and spirit 
are mesmerizing. She's leading the next 
wave of feminist porn." 

Not that she planned it 
that way. "The site wasn't up 
yet, and I had a hard time 
finding models to do it," she 
says of her own introduc- 
tion to modeling. "1 also 
had a hard time explaining what the experi- 
ence would be like without doing it myself." 
But the transition was fulfilling. "I was this 
politically active punk-rock girl," she says, 
explaining that porn helped her discover 
her dirty side. Indeed, the Burning Angel 
site doesn't just showcase girls in fishnets 
and goth makeup; Angel has 
interviewed bands, keeps a blog, 
and posts music reviews and 
features. Her version of punk 
means discovering one's sexual- 
ity on camera and off, testing 
sensible limits, and making low- 
budget porno that's feminist, 
because, she reasons, "all the 
guys are [portrayed asj either 
idiots or scumbags. 

"I've made some pretty chintzy, 
trashy porn," she says with 
delight, "but everyone has a good 
time." In this Capricorn's world, 
there's just one rule: "Don't even 
bother with somebody if they're 
the same sign as you — it's never 
going to work." O 
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Inside 

Oklahoma's the Flaming Lips survived 
LSD-fueled motorcycle "trips "crippling heroin 
addiction, and grinding poverty to become 
everyone's favorite psychedelic uncles. 
Tlieir secret? They never grew up. 
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THE FLAMING LIPS 

Kids who came to the 
Oklahoma City home 
of the Flaming Lips' 
Wayne Coyne last Hallo- 
ween saw a gargoyle on 
the roof, part of a space 
station in the backyard, 
and three "haunted toi- 
lets" near the driveway. The gargoyle came 
with the place, an angular, modern brick- 
and-concrete house that Coyne shares 
with his wife, Michelle. The space station, 
actually a white fiberglass underground 
fuel tank twice the size of a telephone 
booth, is a prop for a movie, Christmas on 
Mars, that Coyne is close to completing. 
The haunted toilets — actually Porta-Potties 
decorated with hunks of Styrofoam painted 
brown to resemble an unsavory sub- 
stance — he added for the holiday. 

Coyne bought the Porta-Potties to serve 
as space pods for his movie set, but he fig- 
ured they could also be used to frighten 
trick-or-treaters. So he made them look suit- 
ably disgusting, then put a vibrating hand 
from a gag store in one and a fake heart in 
the other. "Halloween is the best," he says 
with the grin of a satisfied prankster. 

It's safe to say that few rock stars would 
devote a day's work to grossing out the 
neighborhood kids. But Coyne, who at 45 

• • • 

"In art, making a mess 
of things is wonderf uL" 

COYNE 

comes off as a post-punk cross between 
Willy Wonka and Captain Trips, fits the bill. 
His band's previous album, 2002's Yoshimi 
Battles the Pink Robots, is about to be certi- 
fied gold (selling 500,000 copies). And the 
Flaming Lips' new release, At War With the 
Mystics, has enough straight-ahead riffs that 
it could bring one of the weirdest shows in 
rock an even bigger audience. 
But the success of the band — which 




includes bassist Michael Ivins, 43, and 
multi-instrumentalist Steven Drozd, 36 — 
hasn't slowed Coyne's enthusiasm for pro- 
jects that are ambitious, impractical, or just 
plain absurd. About four years in the 
making, Christmas on Mars tells the story of 
a group of Martian colonists who experi- 
ence a mass hallucination, thus jeopardiz- 
ing their holiday pageant; later, an alien, 
played by Coyne, shows up to see the birth 
of the planet's first baby. Coyne says he'd like 
to have the movie done by early 2007, but it's 
already a few Christmas seasons behind 
schedule. Drozd, one of the main actors, 
admits he's "not really sure what the whole 
plot is." To Coyne, however, the notion that 
he might not be qualified to make a movie is 
part of what makes it worth doing. "I don't 
pretend that it's supposed to be the greatest 
thing ever," he says. "In art, making a mess 
of things is wonderful." 

That such ideas regularly end up on com- 
mercially successful albums is thanks to the 



Flaming Lips' clear division of labor. Coyne 
plays the mad-scientist frontman; Drozd is 
the gifted musician (guitars, keyboards, and 
drums) who helps turn Coyne's concepts 
into songs; and Ivins, ostensibly the bassist, 
is the studio whiz who tries to keep the 
recording process as focused as possible. 

Still, Coyne would rather be remembered 
for taking outrageous risks. "If you're an air- 
line pilot, you don't take chances," he says. 
"When I wake up and say we're going to 
make a movie, to me it's just another flam- 
boyant freak show for the Flaming Lips. 
From the get-go, [the band] was a gloriously 
curious, failed adventure." 

Coyne's backyard-cum-backlot is 
a few blocks from where he grew 
up, in a once middle-class neigh- 
borhood that has gone to seed. 
Some of the nearby yards are 
choked with weeds, and he claims that a few 
of his neighbors are meth addicts. Stray ani- 
mals roam the streets, and as I step into 



Gimme Some Lips Wacky hijinks onstage and backstage 




"You should 
see my feet": 
Coyne exults 
2003 





Orozd breaks out the boom box, 1998 Coyne and his nun puppet, 1999 
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Coyne's pickup truck for a tour of the area, 
he sees a dog he's been trying to catch — 
for its own good. "I'm gonna getcha," he 
says, like Bill Murray's warning to the 
gopher in Caddyshack. 

Influenced by his older brothers, Coyne 
grew up listening to Kiss and Led Zeppelin, 
running around barefoot, and playing on an 
informal football team called the Fearless 
Freaks. As he drives through the Paseo dis- 
trict, the city's former hippie mecca, now 
full of bright-colored shops, he reminisces 
about riding here on the back of his 



"I want you to 
believe in me." 

COYNE 

brother's motorcycle to make a drug run. "I 
remember thinking, 'The world is a wonder- 
ful place,'" Coyne says. "People were landing 
on the moon, and my brother could go buy 
LSD on his motorcycle. We used to dream 
that we'd live in outer space." 

Coyne has not lost touch with his inner 
child — or his inner acidhead. At War With 
the Mystics, like Yoshimi before it, asks the 
Big Questions with a wounded innocence 
and sublime style. It's a concept album 
with the loosest of concepts, in this case, a 
struggle against wizards who claim to have 
some divine understanding of the world — 
like, for instance, the religious conservatives 
in the Bush administration. "It's becoming 
very obvious that there are elements in our 
government making policy based on what 
happens after you die," Ivins says. "And 
that's no good." 

The band made several trips to upstate 
New York in the first half of 2005 to record 
with longtime producer Dave Fridmann. 
Inspired by everything from the public grief 
(if not the political message) of Cindy 
Sheehan to Ivins' discovery of The End of 
Faith, a book by Sam Harris about the dan- 
gers of religion, the songs have their defiant 



side — Coyne announcing, "We got 
the power now, motherfuckers," 
on "The WAN.D." But the album's 
context comes almost entirely 
from Coyne's liner notes, a hilari- 
ous ramble that criticizes anyone, 
liberals included, who tries to act 
like he or she has got it all figured 
out. "At about the time LSD pio- 
neer Aldous Huxley was dying in 
Los Angeles, John F. Kennedy was 
assassinated in Texas," Coyne 
writes. "What does this mean? 
Nothing to me.. ..But to a para- 
noid, spaced-out self-proclaimed 
mystic who wants to save the 
world, it's all the proof he needs." 

Musically At War With the 
Mystics has much of the psyche- 
delic pop of Yoshimi but also 
some of the swirling guitar that 
the Lips used on their '90s break- 
through album. Transmissions 
From the Satellite Heart. "It splits 
the difference between Yoshimi 
and 'She Don't Use Jelly,'" says 
Steven Smith, a FuseVJ, referring 
to the oddball 1993 MTV hit that 
landed the Lips on an episode of 
Beverly Hills 90210. "1 think this is 
really going to be the one that 
throws them into the mainstream." 

But on a more basic level, the 
band's approach hasn't changed ~ 
at all. "They're still purposefully trying to 
make something that's weird, crazy, and 
wicked," Fridmann says. "Music that, if they 
were 14, would sound amazing." 

This green building used to be 
the Long John Silver's where I 
worked," Conye says, pointing out 
the fast-food restaurant where he 
manned the fryer for more than a 
decade. Though both Ivins and Coyne have 
moved away from Oklahoma City for peri- 
ods of time (Ivins to Kentucky, Coyne to 
Albany, New York), the low cost of living here 




His Pilates 
classes fliy 
off: Coyne in 
Scotland, 2002 




Plushies invade the dressing room, 2003 Bloodied in California, 2004 Rolling with the homies, 2004 



helped the band stay together during its 
lean years. The Lips have even become local 
celebrities. In May. at the request of some 
students, Coyne will be the keynote speaker 
at his former high school's commencement. 

The Flaming Lips recorded their first EP 
more than two decades ago in much the 
way that Coyne started making a movie: 
with more ambition than ability. Their ini- 
tial music, a post-punk clang that owed less 
to the Beatles than to Butthole Surfers, is 
best summarized by the title of a 2002 col- 
lection of their early work, Finally the Punk 
Rockers Are Taking Acid. Still, they signed to 
Warner Bros, in 1991, gradually developing 

a less :ibrasiv€> sound. Wliilp recording 

Zaireeka — the 1997 album spread over four 
CDs that had to be played simultaneously to 
create full songs — the Lips further explored 
the possibilities of the studio, which Coyne 
has said is his real instrument. And his 
vision is in full flower on the 5.1 Surround 
mix of Mystics, which will be released as a 
separate deluxe package in September. On 
some tracks, sounds shift between speakers, 
to the point where the drummer seems to 
move around the listener's head, an effect 
that has apparently induced motion sick- 
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THE FLAMING LIPS 

ness, Coyne tells me with evident pride. 

Likewise, the Lips' live performances are 
now more about sheer spectacle (a good bit 
of the music is on tape), with trippy films 
projected while fans dance onstage in 
plushy animal costumes. And starting with 
their 2004 Coachella concert, Coyne began 
rolling over the audience in a giant plastic 
bubble, like the stage diver who fell to earth. 
"I think that was the most photographed 
image of all the Coachella shows," says Paul 
ToUett, head of Goldenvoice, the booking 
company that produces the annual festival. 

I ask Coyne if he minds being known as 
the Guy in the Plastic Bubble: "To go down 
in history with that would be wonderful!" he 
says. "I encourage people to talk about the 
meaning of the space bubble as opposed to 
the F7 or the C7 next to the A-minor. 

"When 1 went to see Kiss when I was 18," 
he continues, "1 WEUited to see the costumes, 
and I wanted to see the fire. Imagine you're 
five years old, and you set out some cookies 
for Santa, but by the time he gets to your 
place, he's worn out and he's no longer 



Drozd gave an inter- 
view as he prepared 
to shoot up. 

wearing the Santa suit, and there's this fat 
guy in fucking sweatpants. Where's the suit? 
Where's the fairy dust?" Coyne always takes 
the stage in dressy slim-cut suits, and when 
1 meet him, he's wearing one. "1 want you to 
believe in me," he says. 

Coyne sees his concerts the way he sees 
Halloween: as an occasion to generate sur- 




"What costumes?": 
Shooting Christmas 
I Mars 



prise, delight, and childlike wonder. For 
adults, that aesthetic is often identified with 
drugs, but Coyne, who has seen a brother 
and various friends succumb to addiction, 
rarely takes anything stronger than the 
Monster Energy Drink sitting in his pickup 
truck's cup holder. But he mentions drugs, 
especially acid, about a dozen times during 
several hours of conversation. 

"I embrace the transcendental nature of 
the drug experience," he says. "The image of 
a mystical drug dealer who descends from 
outer space, 1 love that." 

The Lips share Coyne's irrepressible opti- 
mism, but it hasn't come easy. Drozd had a 
heroin problem from the late '90s until sev- 
eral years ago — "The Spiderbite Song," on 
1999's The Soft Bulletin, was VkTitten after he 
showed his bandmates an abscess on his 
arm caused by a dirty needle. In the recent 



'The French Fries Are Alive!" ^ 



And Four More Drug-Addled 
Moments From the Flaming Lips 



In hopes of getting a radio 
hit, the band jokingly listed 
each track on In a Priest 
Driven Ambulance as being 
3:26, the ideal length of a 
hit single. 

Coyne made most of his 
money as a youth selling 
marijuana. While still in high 
school, he became so flush 
with cash that he moved into 
his own apartment, mostly to 
have privacy to sell more pot. 

On the eve of their first 
show, Coyne's initial 



choice for a band name was 

the Tijuana Toads. 

; "Love Yer Brain " (from the 
band's second album. Oh 
My Gawd!!!) ends with the 
sound of a piano being 
smashed by sledgehammers. 
The Lips perpetuated a rumor 
that the piano was the white 
baby grand Elton John had 
given to Stevie Nicks. 

Despite numerous refer- 
ences to acid in the Lips' 
music, Coyne has experi- 
mented with the drug only 




three or four times. His most 
unpleasant trip occurred at a 
Jack in the Box, where he was 
convinced that the french 
fries were coming to life. 



documentary about the band. The Fearless 
Freaks, he gives an interview as he calmly 
prepares to shoot up. He stopped using the 
drug just days later, then went to live near 
Fridmann and his wife for a few months 
while he got clean. Now he's married, with a 
baby and a new house not far from Coyne's. 

As Drozd and I chat in his kitchen, Ivins 
and a few friends gather in the living room, 
watching television with the sound off, lis- 
tening to an array of music — Miles Davis, 
Madonna, and Glen Campbell's "Wichita 
Lineman." These days, Drozd says jokingly, 
his biggest concern is the weight he's put on 
since getting sober. But he's still dealing with 
the past. "I saw that scene [in Fearless 
Freaks] three months after I got clean, and I 
was like, 'That's kind of weird,'" he says. 
"Then 1 saw it six months after that, and I 
thought, 'That's disturbing.' Now I see it, 
and it's like, 'Goddamn, that's depressing.'" 

During the recording of Yoshimi, Drozd 
played much of the music but often had to 
be awakened from a stupor to do it. For 
Mystics, he was able to contribute more 
ideas, and he sings lead for the first time, on 
"Pompeii Am Gotterdammerung," a sprawl- 
ing track that could pass for early Pink 
Floyd. It's easy to see how his problems 
could have informed the new album's sense 
of struggle against overwhelming odds. 

Like Coyne, his reward comes from being 
able to experiment simply for the sake of it. 
"If I wasn't in the Flaming Lips, I wouldn't be 
able to do these things," he says, "like 
recording with a symphony or using a choir" 
(both of which the Lips plan to do in the 
near future). He smiles, in his own way as 
much a prankster as Coyne. 

"I get to do that and people don't bat an 
eye," he says excitedly. "People even expect 
it from us." O 



From Jim DeRogatis ' new book. Staring at Sound: The Tme Story of Oklahoma's Fabulous Flaming Lips (Broadway) 
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Depeche Mode 

Daft Punklf • Franz Ferdinand • Sigur Ros 

Damian "Jr. Gong" Marley * Common • Atmosphere Carl Cox 

My Morning Jacket " TV On The Radio • Ladytron • Clap Your Hands Say Yeah 

Tosca Cat Power Animal Collectiue • HARD-Fi • Derrick Carter • Deuendra Banhart • She Wants Reuenge 
the Walkmen - the Juan Maclean • Imogen Heap • Audio Bullys • Lady Souereign • Deerhoof • the Duke Spirit 
Eagles of Death Metal Lyrics Born ° Matt Costa the New Amsterdams • the Zutons • Platinum Pied Pipers 
White Rose Mouement Chris Liberator • Colette • Joey Beltram • Hybrid • Liuing Things - Woifmother 
the Like Nine Black Alps • Celebration • the Section Quartet • Shy FX & T Power • Infusion 

^"^Wt Tool 

Massiue Attack •Madonna - Yeah Yeah Yeahs 

Bloc Party « Paul Oakenfold • Scissor Sisters Matisyahu 

James Blunt « Sleater-Klnney • Moguuai • Coheed and Cambria • Wolf Parade 

Snarls Barkley - Phoenix • Coldcut • Digable Planets • Amadou & Mariam • Louie Uega • Mylo (dj set) • Seu Jorge 
Ted Leo / Pharmacists • the Go! Team • Kaskade * Metric • Editors • Art Brut • Dungen • the Dears • Jamie Lidell 
the Magic Numbers Los Amigos Invisibles • Jazzanoua • stellastarr^ • Michael Mayer • Mors featuring 9th Wonder 
Mates of State • Gilles Peterson • Infadels • Gabriel a Dresden • the Subways • Minus the Bear • OneRepublic 

Be Your Own Pet • Youth Group • Giant Drag • Kristina Sky • the Octopus Project 
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When he played Lauren 
Ambrose's tightiy wound 
art-school boyfriend on 
SLx Feet Under, Ben Foster 
made such a convincing 
nutjob that he may never 
portray a sane person again. This month, 
the 25-year-old actor gets to lose himself — 
and his marbles — in two big movie roles: the 
winged mutant Angel in the second X-Men 
sequel and an unhinged drug dealer (oppo- 
site Justin Timberlake) in Alpha Dog. Here, 
Foster gives Spin a piece of his mind. 

Your character on Six Feet Under gradually 
went nuts over two seasons. Did you know 
he was going to end up that way? The break- 
down for the character was "Russell Corwin, 
art student, sexually ambiguous love inter- 
est of Claire Fisher." [Laughs] They would 
never tell me what they were going to do 
with him — I would just get the scripts. So it's 
like: This week he's sleeping with his male 
teacher; this week he's finding out his girl- 
friend aborted their baby. There's a lot of 
potential there. 

In Alpha Dog, you're a crystal-meth-addicted 
Jewish skinhead searching for his kid- 
napped brother. Why are you always picked 
to play these damaged souls? I don't know; 
I'm a pretty quiet person. But when I told 
[the director] I wanted to play the character, 
he said, "Why?" And I said, "The first reason 
is I have a younger brother, and I can't imag- 
ine losing him. The second reason is I get to 
take down a door with an ax." I let it hang in 

PHOTOGRAPH BY MICHAEL LEWIS 




Dude looks like a pigeon: Foster asX-Men's Angel 

the air, and then I guess he saw that I was 
quite sincere about that. 

What kind of research did you do? I had a 

friend who was a recovering addict himself, 
and he dropped me into his crew that was 
still going pretty strong. I went through a 
screening process of showing them I wasn't 
a narc, and they let me watch them for a few 
months. I'm sitting in the comer, watching 
them snort, smoke, and shoot, and they're 
going on day four without sleep. I'm just 
jacked up on coffee, and I'd pass out. 

On the plus side, you do get to win one of 
the more vicious fight scenes in recent 
memory. In the script, it just says, "Fight 
sequence: Jake kicks five guys' asses." Also, 



the person that my character was loosely 
based on was a national tae kwan do cham- 
pion, so I got martial-arts training for three 
months. You hold yourself differently when 
you know you can destroy someone. 

I don't think anyone who sees that sequence 
will dare step to you again. I'm bringing it with 
me to bars. I'll be one of those jerks with a 
portable DVD player — "I was waving the bar- 
tender first, so you can step back." 

After an intense experience like Alpha Dog, 
was X-Men: The Last Stand something of a 
letdown? It was my vacation. Instead of 
having to be on meth, my job was to fly and 
be a superhero. Plus, growing up. Wolverine 
and Gambit were my boys, and when I heard 
they were doing X-Men 3, there was chatter 
that Gambit was going to be in it. But then he 
didn't show up, so I got to play Angel instead. 

What's it like to make a movie wnth two pros- 
thetic wings attached to you? At first it's kind 
of a hindrance: Hey, I got a thing on my hack, 
and it's glued to my skin, and it's feathered up 
to my neck. But you walk differently, man. You 
can't help it. 

What did you do to clear your head after fin- 
ishing these movies? I spent about a week at 
Joshua Ti-ee. You go to the desert, and it's dead. 
It's just a severe landscape. It's like, okay, this 
is going to be here a lot longer than I am, and 
I'm a blink. Am I thrilled about X-Men? 
Absolutely. Can I take it too seriously? No, 
'cause I'm outta here. O 
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Ready for combat: 
Kevin Federline at 
his Malibu studio, 
February 20, 2006 
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But I found love. 
So says Kevin 
Federline. And 

as he spits fire at 
the paparazzi 
and shouts out 

big ol buttSp he's 
about to launch 
a rap career. 

BY STACEY SMITH 
PHOTOGRAPHS BY LISA JOHNSON 
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Uutfitted in full camouflage gear, Kevin Federline 
hunkers down in a pristine recording studio in his 
heavily secured Malibu home. His wife of a year and 
a half, Britney Spears, is upstairs caring for their eight- 
month-old son, Sean Preston Federline. Despite tabloid 
reports that his relentless Vegas partying has threat- 
ened to break up the couple's relationship, the man known as "K-Fed" — 
a media tag he loathes — is in low-key domestic mode at the moment. 
Of the rumors that he's stepping out on Britney: "False," he says, taking 
a drag on a Newport. "Completely. Ass backwards. People, unless you 



go through it every day, really don't know 
what all these celebrities go through." 

Yet, as he complains of harassment by the 
media, Federline, 28, has taken a curious 
approach to maintaining his privacy. With 
his baile-funk-influenced single, "PopoZao" 
(his website received more than one million 
hits after the song, and its video, were 
posted online), and a self-titled debut album 
due this summer on his own yet-to-be- 
named label, the former backup dancer is 
attempting to launch a rap career, despite 
scant experience on the mic. And why 
exactly is he doing this? 

"1 don't have a choice," says Federline. "It's 
not like I can go and do construction, start 
building houses in Malibu. [Laughs] [The 
media) are forcing me to do this, and I'm 
glad they are. I'm more than happy to do it." 

Mmmm. 

Federline contends that he has deep hip- 
hop roots. Before he met Spears, he paid his 
dues on the mean streets of Fresno, 
California. There, a young Federline discov- 
ered the power of B-boy culture and testi- 
fies that it saved his life. Now, with an MC 
style that falls somewhere between 2Pac 
and Lil' Kim, with joints like "Fuckaratti" 
(aimed at the paparazzi) and the bouncy 
"Pit Roastin'" ("I'm loving every single one of 
your races," he declares), the much-derided 
all-around player — dance moves, rhymes, 
good looks — is ready for his moment. 

when asked if he's at a disadvantage 
because he's a white rapper, Federline, sit- 
ting next to a hundred-thousand-dollar 
mixing console, responds bluntiy: "Music is 
music. Back in the day, did they hate Jerry 
Lee Lewis for coming out with the stuff he 
was coming out with?" 

In other words, prepare to be scorched by 
K-Fed's great balls of fire. 

What was your childhood like? I grew up in 
Fresno listening to the Kool Moe Dees and 
Big Daddy Kanes. I was right there vdth Ihip- 
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Britney 
Kevin 

For K-Fed and 
Spears, the 
course of true 
love has never 
run smooth 



April 2004: Frolicking 
in the sand on Santa 
Monica Beach 



^^^KSSBBB-™ August 2004: Throwing down on the 
set of a Britney video shoot 





September 2004: A five-fingered 
discussion in Beverly Hills 



DONT CALL HIM K-FED 



hop], you know? Every bit of it, I liked. I 
moved to Carson City, Nevada, for a while 
with my parents. They split, so I wound up 
staying there with my mom cind getting into 
a little trouble when I was, like, eight or 
nine years old. 

Trouble? Ah, you know— girls. She caught 
me at home with some girls one time. It 
wasn't like I was getting down or anything. 
It's just that I was going behind her back and 
doing shit that she couldn't handle. Then I 
moved back to Fresno and the gangster stuff 
started coming along. 

What do you mean by "gangster stufT? 

Whenever it started out here (in Los Angeles) , 
those [gang members] moved to Fresno. It 
was crazy for a while. Crazy like shooting at 
people, people getting robbed. 

Were you rollin' with a posse? I had my 

people. A lot of my boys are okay, but a lot 
of my people got locked up; a lot of my 
people are dead. I'm not gonna sit here and 
get into details about what I did, you know? 
I'm not gonna sit here and say that I'm this 
grimy, gutter gangster. But I have been on 
the hustie, y'knowwhati'msayin'? 

Was dancing a way for you to stay out of the 
stuff that was going down in the streets? 

Ye£ih. I met these guys when I was 13 — I saw 
them in a dance studio, and they were doing 
hip-hop shit. I went in there and learned 
poppin' and shit like that. When I was 15, 1 
started working for this nonprofit organiza- 
tion, which took kids off the streets and 
taught them better things to do. It was called 
Dance Empowerment. I started there and I 
met my boy Jimmy — who I wound up 
moving to L.A. with when I was 20. 1 found 
out that I could come out here and make 
money as a dancer. I went on tour with LFO 
l'90s Florida boy band Lyte Funky Ones]. 1 
was happy as shit. 



September 2004: Visiting her attorney to 
talk prenup fivp Hnys hnfore they wed 
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When did you realize that you wanted to 
rap? It was always there in my head. Like 
tryin' to put melodies together. Just doing it 
for fun. Not even doing it thinking that I'ma 
go in and try to do it big. I didn't think that 
until maybe two years after I'd been in L.A. 
When I was with [ex-girlfriend/mother of 
his first two children] Shar [Jackson], we put 




"A lot of my people 
got locked up; a lot 
are dead." 



a little studio in the house. But I never actu- 
ally put together a demo and went and 
shopped it. I had too much going on. I was 
dancing my ass off. I did the You Got Served 
movie and all that. 

Who would you say influenced your rap 
flow? I'm influenced by so many different 




kinds of music. I might throw a track out 
there that's got me singin' a little bit. I guess 
I categorize myself as an artist — a true artist. 
I'm not out here to batde people, I'm not out 
here to be the best rapper; I'm out here to be 
the best artist. Where I'm lookin' at it, it's Uke 
your whole performance is your package. 
Your music is fire, and people can tell that 
you put your heart into it. Anytime you put 
emotion into what you're doing, man, and 
people see that? You can't lose. 

So what topics do you get into on your 
record? Some of it is talking about my past, 
before I got to L.A. and all that. I got some 
West Coast heat 'cause that's where I'm 
from. Then I got the "PopoZao" for Brazil. 
Popozao means "big ass." 

One of the Images of you In the media Is that 
of a pimp [Federline wore a tracksuit with 
the words pimp daooy on the back to his wed- 
ding celebration]. Well, 1 guess if I'm gonna be 
a rapper, that image cem't really hurt. |Laug/is] 

What's your definition of a pimp? A real pimp 
is a dude who's making money off bitches 
who sling that ass on the street. Nowadays, 
people will say they're a pimp just because 
they're suave. I'm not no pimp. I'm just 
Kevin. Happy husband. Happy father. I 
didn't pimp Britney. I found love. 

What do you think about your man Nick 
Lachey — because of his split with Jessica 
Simpson, he might t>e getting a multimillion- 
dollar alimony payment. S/ij7;'t.'That's crazy. 
But they did their whole thing together. They 
came up together, y'knowwhati'msayin'? 
They really blew up together on that [reality] 
show. They deserve whatever they get. That's 
how I see it. My situation is different. I ain't 
gettin' no divorce. Fuck that! I don't believe in 
that shit. Once you get 
married, you're in it 
for the fight. O 



December 2005: 
Heading out in Los 
Angeles with the boys 



February 2006: 
Ringless in Maui 
while hubby's in L.A 





Christmas 
2004: Holiday 
greetings from 
the newlyweds 



February 2006; 
The notorious 
baby-on-lap 
incident 




TIP FOR THE TOP 



Michael Jackson is a fan of their 
music and— weirdly— their shoes. 
Luckilyp dark disco sensations 
Editors remain unruffled. 
"Book us a ticket to NeverlandT' 

they tell Craig McLean. 




On a stage in a club on a cobblestone street in picture- 
postcard-perfect Utrecht, the Netherlands, Tom Smith is 
praying. The 25 -year- old singer of the darkly anthemic 
Editors is not seeking enlightenment this bitter February 
evening. He isn't hoping for an audience with Utrecht's most 
famous resident, cartoon rabbit Miffy (51 years old, 85 million 
books sold). Nor does this clean-cut Englishman appear to be 



asking for divine directions to ttie near- 
est hydroponically Dutch coffee shop. 

Smith is just doing his melodramatic 
thing. Intense, focused, and occasion- 
ally overwrought, he throws himself 
into his performance like an epileptic 
Michael Stipe. His mic stand seems 
purposefully set too low, so he has to 
stoop and glower, in keeping with his 
booming baritone. 

This tall, lean figure jitters across the 
stage, jabbing with his guitar as if it 



were a sword. Then he clasps his face 
like Edvard Munch's The Scream and 
crouches down, extending an arm as if 
he's beckoning a frightened puppy or a 
music fan suspicious of bands that 
sound like overcoat-wearing '80s alter- 
native-rock legends. 

So no. Smith isn't actually praying. 
Although, given the "New Year's 
Day"-style punch of Editors' "Lights" 
and the stadium-goth pound of "Blood," 
he just might be trying to summon a 
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Spreading the news on Later...Wlth Jools Holland 



visitation from St. Bono of Red Rocks. 

It's terrific stuff and way more powerful 
and exhilarating than might be imagined by 
their debut album, The Back Room. On CD, 
songs like "Munich" ("People are fragile 
things, you should know by now / Be careful 
what you put them through") and "Blood" 
("Blood runs through your veins / That's 
where our similarity ends") suggest a fur- 
rowed-browed Smith, hunched over a jour- 
nal in a bedroom, scribbling furiously about 
how love has torn him apart. "For every dark 
lyric or sound on the album," Smith says 
over a preshow Heineken, "there's a song 
with more optimism or romance about it, or 
a big chorus or riff. We're not afraid to write 
big songs. And I think people are slowly real- 
izing that. A first, casual listen might not 
give that away." 

Editors' live Sturm und Drang has been 
honed over more than 13 montlis of touring. 
They profess themselves eager to revisit 
venues, towns, and territories again and 
again, a display of vigor that bodes well for 
their heavy North American trek this spring. 
Bring it on, say Editors. 

It's a gung-ho attitude that helped propel 
The Back Room to No. 2 on the U.K. album 
chart and has seen Editors join Arctic 
Monkeys, Hard-Pi, Bloc Party, and Kaiser 
Chiefs as leaders of Britain's new antiestab- 
lishment musical establishment. They're 
not selling Monkeys numbers, but they have 
capitalized on the U.K. market's ability to 
turn indie kids into superstars virtually 
overnight. By gigging furiously and crafting 
epic songs that are "pop" enough to secure 
daytime plays on national broadcaster 
Radio 1, Editors are already one of the coun- 
try's biggest new bands. "Tom Smith's a great 
frontman, in that classic deep and intense 
way," says Alison Howe, who, as series pro- 
ducer for BBC TV's Later... With Jools 
Holland, booked the band last October. 
"They'd perform like that whether 100 
people bought the album or 100,000." 

Onstage in Utrecht, the other three mem- 
bers match Smith's compelling perform- 



ance. Drummer Ed Lay, 25, is a blur of mar- 
tial beats. Bassist Russell Leetch, 24, throws 
his considerable bulk into beefy grooves 
worthy of Joy Division/New Order slugger 
Peter Hook. Guitarist Chris Urbanowicz, 24, 
conjures skyscraping solos that recall Echo 
and the Bunnymen's Will Sergeant. "I like 
the way [Sergeant] uses guitars rhythmi- 
cally," Urbanowicz said earlier that evening. 
"He [understood] that there are no bound- 
ciries for what you can do with your guitar." 

The sold-out, 1,000-strong Tivoli audi- 
ence reacts with wild enthusiasm. Another 
territory won over. 

A couple of hours before showtime, 
Smith and Urbanowrfcz are sitting in a 
nearby bar. Smith's girlfriend. Radio 1 
DJ and TV presenter Edith Bowman, 
is waiting back at the venue. Urbanowicz 
normally has the look of an angelic (and 
clean) Pete Doherty. Today he's on antibi- 
otics due to an evil fingernail infection and 



incoming wisdom tooth (the right side of his 
face looks like half a soccer ball). But both 
are hospitable and eager to talk. As well they 
might be: After some years of trying, they're 
enjoying their day in the sun. Well, their night 
under an icily atmospheric killing moon. 

The four members of Editors, now based 
in Birmingham, met during a music tech- 
nology course at Staffordshire University in 
the British Midlands, where they bonded 
over the lack of women, the realization that 
none of them were geeky enough to want to 
become recording engineers, and a desire to 
resist the predominance of what Smith 
describes as "funk-rock and Incubus-influ- 
enced" bands on campus. 

They played their first gig as Pilot in 2002. 
With mild embarrassment. Urbanowicz 
reveals their "marketing plan": plastering 
the whole of Stafford with enigmatic stick- 
ers asking, who's the pilot? It worked, and 
the pub was packed. "We did about 15 
songs — we played for ages," remembers 
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Smith. "I was so bored," says Urbanowicz, 
chuckling. At the same venue four weeks 
later, four people turned up. 

Then, for a time, they were called 
Snowfield when they tried to sound too 
much like Elbow, a Manchester band whose 
members are now their friends (despite 
singer Guy Garvey being Edith Bowman's 
ex). "We were good at 
outros then," says Smith 
with a laugh. These days 
Urbanowicz is concise 
and thrilling in the Tom 
Verlaine or Edge mold, 
but back then, the guitarist admits, his 
noodlings "could go on a bit!" 

So they tightened up and became Editors. 
Despite entreaties from Island Records and 
Lizard King (the Universal imprint that 
found U.K. success with the Killers), Editors 
decided to sign in late 2004 to Kitchenware, 
at the time a moribund indie once known 
for cult acts Prefab Sprout and the Kane 



We're not afraid to 
write big songs." 
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This one's for 
the ladies: Live 
in New York City 
last January 



Gang. They were won over, says Smith, by 
label head Keith Armstrong ("the most pas- 
sionate person we've ever met") and "his 
vision for the future of our band, of it being 
a long-term project, of having a slow build 
to start." {The Fader magazine's Fader Label 
is putting out the album in the U.S.) 

The slow build was not to be. The Back 
Room, released last 
summer, was an instant 
critical smash. The band 
jokingly described the 
music as "dark disco" 
but professed ignorance 
of the Joy Division and Gang of Four records 
they had seemingly so brilliantly updated. 
We're too young to know that stuff, they 
insisted. 

Were they surprised when they went back 
and listened to those records? 

"It was a little bit of a shock, but 1 don't 
feel bad about it," Lay says a few days after 
the gig. "There's a definite similarity to Joy 
Division, but it's more about the sound- 
scape we've created rather than the content 
of the songs." 

"We want to be universal," adds Leetch. 
"From what I've read about them, [Joy 
Division) weren't a pop-chart band." 

What about the similarities between 
Smith's voice and that of Interpol's Paul 
Banks? 

"They're a great band. We do respect 
them," the Editors frontman says diplo- 
matically, adding, "but I think they're a 
strange band live. I think we play live with 
a punk-rock attitude. That involves being 
very passionate, throwing yourself about. 
There's nothing more boring than trying 
to play perfectly and standing there looking 
at your shoes." 

Yes, even when your shoes are as impres- 
sive as Urbanovdcz's; apparendy a pair of his 
dagger-sharp boots got the attention of 
renowned goth Michael Jackson. 

"A mate of mine knows him," says 
Urbanowicz. The guitarist's friend, now a 
tour manager, was one of a group of kids 
taken on tour years ago by Jackson. When 
Jackson was in London last fall, she visited 
him at his hotel. 

"She played him our album and showed 
him our photos. Apparently he said he loved 
Ithe song] 'Camera' — and he was really 
intrigued by my shoes," Urbanowicz says. 

And if Jacko said, "Here's a million bucks, 
will Editors play Neverland?" 

Urbanowicz: "I'd say, 'Book me a ticket!' I 
could bring him some shoes." 

"He could sing on 'Camera'!" suggests 
Smith. 

Beat that, Paul Banks. O 



'Sexy and Exciting" 

That's how Editors describe the 
bands that Inspired them 




The Strokes "After high school, I didn't 
listen to rock. But at university, I fell in love with Is 
This It. It was sexy and exciting." — URBANOWICZ 




R.E.M. "Murmur's incredible. You can't hear 
what he's saying half the time, but there's great 
pop songs. It's poetic words." — SMITH 




Oasis "Definitely Maybe didn't influence our 
sound, but I don't think I'd be in a band if it wasn't 
for the whole Britpop thing."— URBANOWICZ 




TheWalkmen 'The Raf [off ofBoivs+ 
Arrows] was such a massive song, so exciting, 
like nothing I'd heard before." - URBANOWICZ 
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n a slushy, postblizzard 

Valentine's Day afternoon, 
Genesis Breyer P-Orridge 
sits in the basement of 
a Brooklyn apartment, 
drinking coffee and remi- 
niscing about getting breast 
implants. 

It was three years ago today that the 56- 
year-old cofounder of British industrial 
pioneers Throbbing Gristle £md pseudo- 
religious shock rockers Psychic TV under- 
went joint augmentation surgery with Lady 
Jaye Breyer P-Orridge, P-Orridge's 35-year- 
old "better half" (they don't fancy the term 
husband and wife). The procedures were the 
first step in a process they've dubbed "pan- 
drogyny," by which the couple is creating a 
new, hermaphroditic gender entity. "We both 
woke up holding hands," P-Orridge recalls. 
"Obviously, it was a bit more weird for me, 
because she had grown up with breasts." 

Part gender-extending art project, part 
antievolution manifesto, pandrogyny 
requires the couple to undergo numerous 
such transformations to make them look 
alike (thereby creating a single entity named 
Breyer P-Orridge). It's the latest and most 
extreme cultural experiment for P-Orridge, 
whose career has long included acts of con- 
frontational theatricality: As part of the '60s 
British art troupe COUM Transmissions, 
P-Orridge could be seen nailed to a cross or 
administering enemas onstage, and he was 

heavily immersed in the modern-primitive 

movement (a dodgy pursuit, especially 
since piercing was banned in much of 
England for decades). In the '70s and '80s, 
Throbbing Gristle's dissonant noise and 
Psychic TV's improvisational live shows 
tested audiences' endurance. 

"My body has always been included in all 
the work I've done, in one way or another," 
says P-Orridge, who uses the gender- neutral 
"s/he" pronoun. Much of that work is 
collected in a giant archive on the bottom 
floor of their Brooklyn apartment, 
located in a predominantiy Latino 
neighborhood that probably sees 
few, if any, British punk legends. 
P-Orridge's extensive collection fea- 
tures everything from collaborations 
wdth William S. Burroughs (the two 
were close friends) to the complete 
live recordings of Throbbing Gristie. 

As P-Orridge's latest foray into alt- 
culture experimentation, the pan- 
drogyny project's goal is to prove that 
traditional male-female roles are out- 
dated. "The idea that you would treat 
someone a specific way because of the 
way their genitals formed when they 
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Throbbing Gristle 
singer Genesis 
P-Orridge is turning 
into a woman. But not 
just any woman— he's 
turning into his wife. 

BY BRIAN RAFTERY 





performing at 
a London 
YMCAin1980 



were bom is really quite silly," says Lady Jaye 
(n^e Jacqueline Breyer), who plays keyboards 
in P-Orridge's group Thee Majesty (the two 
met through a mutual friend and married in 
1995). "We are at the mercy of our biology 
when it comes to hormones, and it's crip- 
pling us as a species. It would be really nice 
to find a way to take a leap to overstep that." 

To that end, P-Orridge and Lady Jaye have 
undergone more than a dozen surgeries, 
including cheek and breast implants; unless 
medical science catches up, their below-the- 
belt equipment will remain intact. "I'm about 
as far as I can go vmtil they find a way to build 
a vagina under the penis," P-Orridge laments. 

The resemblance between the two isn't 
exactly striking — P-Orridge is shorter than 
the 5'10 " Jaye. "The idea is to make the ges- 
ture to look more alike," says P-Orridge. And 
yet, as s/he walks through the basement's 
cramped art studio in a long-sleeved black 
T-shirt and leggings, vdth short-cropped 
blond hair hiding earrings and necklaces 
jingling quietly over a size 36D chest, it's 
easy to see how s/he could pass for she — or 
at least, a more femme Eddie Izzard. Just a 
few nights earlier, as a dinner-party guest of 
ftlend actress/filmmaker Asia Argento, s/he 
had even fooled Donatella Versace and 
Ivanka Trump: "They thought I was just 
some weird dyke," s/he says, beaming. 

Getting back onstage wasn't easy: In 1995, 
P-Orridge weis staying at Rick Rubin's Malibu 
home as a guest of Love and Rockets. A fire 
broke out, and P-Orridge jumped to escape, 
causing severe damage to the singer's wrist, 
ribs, and elbow, and prompting a ten-day 
hospital stay (P-Orridge eventually won a 
$1.5 million lawsuit against Rubin). As a 
result, s/he says, "there was this wound of 
associating music — my love — with dying 
and pain. So just getting me on the stage 
was a big step, psychologically, to see that it 
could be joyous and special." That renewed 
confidence may explain the recent recon- 
vening of Throbbing Gristie, whose 
first record in 25 years. Part 2: The 
Endless Knot, is due in September. 
"We were so determined not to 
ever re-form," s/he says. "But 
when we start playing together, 
something imcanny happens." 

Recent Gristie and PTV3 (a 
revamped Psychic TV) live shows 
have also let P-Orridge road-test 
the new look. "The most negative 
thing that's happened was a 
couple of guys yelled, 'Show us 
L your tits!'" s/he says. "But in a 
I way, that's why they're fans. 1 do 
the things that are fascinating to 
me, and they do it by proxy." O 





After a conflict nearly tore them apart, 
Red Hot Chili Peppers return with an 
insanely ambitious double album. Here's 
how they managed to turn over a new leaf 

BY ALAN LIGHT • PHOTOGRAPHS BY ANDREW MACPHERSON 




RED HOT CHILI PEPPERS 




wo years ago, Red Hot Chili Peppers went to 

Europe to play in front of the largest crowds of 
their 20-plus-year career. After surviving numer- 
ous personnel changes, drug problems, erratic 
recordings, relationship dramas, and assorted 
crises that have broken up countless bands, the 
Peppers had released back-to-back multiplat- 
inum albums — 1999's Californication and 2002 's 
By the Way. Against all odds, they had reached 
genuine superstar status, and this jaunt saw them headlining three 
nights at London's massive Hyde Park. But for Flea — from day one, 
the bass-playing yin to singer Anthony Kiedis' yang — these looked 

like the last shows he would ever perform 
with the group. 

"To tell you the truth, I really didn't think 
I'd be here right now doing this," he says, 
sprawled barefoot on the floor of a sun- 
dappled practice room — lined with books 
and classic punk-rock photos and posters — 
in his idyllic, rambling Malibu home. "A 
multitude of things had built up, and it just 
wasn't a comfortable time. The band had 
always been a sanctuary for me — no matter 
what was going on in my life, the band was 
a place where 1 could just be myself and 
rock. All of a sudden it didn't feel like that, 
and I just thought it was time for me to not 
do it anymore." 

Flea, born Michael Balzary in Australia 43 
years ago, is truly the pivot point of the Chili 
Peppers. With guitarist John Frusciante, he 
forges the riffs that are the basis of their 



songs. Alongside drummer Chad Smith, 
they make up one of rock's most versatile 
and powerful rhythm sections, the back- 
bone of the band even at its lowest points. 
And with his high school friend Kiedis, Flea 
gives the Chili Peppers a style and soul that 
has come to symbolize the spirit of latter- 
day Los Angeles. So while the band has per- 
severed through lineup changes that 
resemble a game of rock'n'roll musical 
chairs. Flea's departure would be serious 
business indeed. 

Eventually, that cloud lifted, the Chili 
Peppers got back to work, and the result is 
their ninth studio album, Stadium 
Arcadium — a 28-song, double-disc set that 
adds up to some of the the best work of their 
career. Working once again with longtime 
producer Rick Rubin, the band returned to 
the Hollywood house where they recorded 



My, haven't they changed: 
Chili Peppers in 1991 





their 1991 breakthrough, BloodSugarSex- 
Magik, and emerged with a record that 
mixes old-school Chili Peppers funk with 
mature melodicism — plus a supersize dose 
of Frusciante's flamethrower guitar. From 
the Zeppelin-esque crunch of "Readymade" 
to the delicate slink of "Hey," it's a power- 
house statement of purpose, an album that 
Flea describes as "the sum of everything that 
we are as a band." 

The making of Stadium Arcadium was as 
notable as the outcome. During the almost 
yearlong recording process, this notoriously 
fractious gang of four were able to put aside 
their differences, their competitiveness, and 
cohere better than ever. "This time," says 
Kiedis, "those egos — and when I say 'those 
egos,' I mean all of us — were feeling decent 
and confident, respectful, as excited about 
the other guys' stuff as we were about our 
own. If someone came in vA\h a great chord 
change for a song or a great rhythm or a 
great groove, by the time it was finished, 
everybody had jizzed all over it, and it had 
become a real community piece of property." 

In John Frusciante's house in the 
Hollywood Hills, the living room has one 
piece of furniture, an L- shaped sectional 
sofa in front of a purple-painted fire- 
place. The rest of the space is given over 
to dozens of guitars, thousands of CDs and 
LPs, and scattered recording equipment. 
Sheet music for Charlie Parker's bebop clas- 
sic "Ornithology" lies open on the floor. 
(When I enter Flea's house a few days later, 
he's practicing the same song on his trum- 
pet.) Many of the guitar effects, background 
vocals, and assorted sonic treatments on 
Stadium Arcadium were recorded in and 
around this room. 

After years of heroin and cocaine addic- 
tion, Frusciante, 36, looks clear-eyed and 
healthy (he runs and meditates every day), 
and his excitement about the new album is 
palpable, even overwhelming. Since the 
previous Chili Peppers record, he's been 
unable to slow the music pouring out of 
him — during the band's time off, he 
recorded and released no fewer than seven 
solo albums, and he brought that cascade of 
ideas back to this project. "The last few 
IChili Peppers) albums had, like, 15 songs, 
and there were maybe four songs with 
guitar solos," says Chad Smith. "This time 
he solos on pretty much every song. When 
we go out on tour, it's gonna be the fuckin' 
John Frusciante Rock Show!" 

Frusciante certainly operates in his 
own universe — he casually brings up "that 
which existed in negative existence" or says, 
"I just resent going through life having my 
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brain telling me what to do all the time." 
Dressed in a black T-shirt that reveals his 
needle lialtercd arms, with black sweat- 
pants and olive socks, he acknowledges that 
it was his all-too-hiiman relationship with 
Flea thai almost torpedoed the band. "By 
the Way was a tense time for me and I lea 
together," he says. "We just weren't really 
seeing eye-to-eye, and we weren't really 
understanding each other. 

"Every time we make a record," Frusciante 
continues, "I have sort of a concept, and 
my concept for By the Way was kind of self- 
ish, because it didn't have a lot to do with 
where we would come from. I wasn't really 
into doing stuff that was funk based or 
blues based. Things I would describe as not 
having that would be the Smiths or Siouxsie 
and the Banshees or the Cure — ! wanted 
to do something along those lines, and 1 
wasn't very open to things outside of that 
framework." 

Flea says it wasn't the musical direction 
but rather the attitude Frusciante struck 
that was so problematic. "I felt that what he 
was doing didn't warrant any input from 
me," he says. "It's not like 1 didn't like what 
John was doing, 'cause how could 1 not like 
what John's doing? He's a great musician. 
But 1 didn't feel welcome to express myself 



naturally. And once I started having that 
feeling, I just shut down and kinda withdrew 
from the process, and ii wasn't a happy feel- 
ing." (After our interview, Flea calls to 
emphasize that "I don't blame John for that 
time 1 was unhappy in the band. It takes two 
to tango, and it would break my heart if 
that's how it came across.") 

Kiedis notes that creative tension is some- 
thing of a constant for Red Hot ChUi Peppers, 
which is perhaps predictable for a band of 

"I resent having 
my brain telling me 
what to do." 

FRUSCIANTE 

strong personalities whose songs grow 
almost exclusively out of in-studio jams. 
"Sometimes there's a bit of confrontation 
chemistry, which is good for the creative 
process," he says. "Sometimes it's the dark 
energy in this band, the mental illness that 
we all have a touch of, that drives us crazy 
and makes us hurt inside and makes us have 
to go bang on something until we find a cool 
beat. There are a lot of different levels to the 
chemistry — it's not like there's this great 



sense of constant brotherly love. Sometimes 
it's the antagonism that really gets the ball 
rolling. But it's a fine line between letting 
that create rather than destroy." 

After playing the 2004 Hyde Park shows 
and other huge European festivals. Flea 
remembers sitting in an airport with 
Frusciante and "feeling a cloud lift between 
us." Right then, he knew he wasn't leaving 
the band, and the rabid L.A. Lakers fan (Flea 
blogs about the team for NBA.com) could 
get back into the game. 

"Did you see that Woody Allen movie 
Match Pointl" Flea asks. "There's one classic 
line where this chick is talking about some 
couple, and she goes, 'Oh, yeah, they're 
really doing great — their neuroses really 
interlock just perfectly.' 

"I think that you can get settled into some- 
thing, and everyone knows his place, and 
that's cool," he contiriues. "But if you didn't go 
through the emotional pain, it wouldn't be 
growing and changing, it'd be staying in one 
place, and we'd probably be a very boring 
act. We could have made the same record 
five times in a row, but to have growth, you 
gotta go through it. Like |P-Funk leader] 
George Clinton said, if there weren't any 
humps, there wouldn't be any getting over." 

In November, Flea and his girlfriend. 
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model l-rankie Raydcr, had a baby girl they 
named Sunny Bebop. The new parents 
asked Frusciante to be the godfather. 

The recording of Stadium Arcadium 
took awhile. Smith's son, Cole, who 
was born when the sessions started, 
celebrated his first birthday March 
28. ("By the time we go on the road, 
he's going to be our tour manager," says 
Smith.) An album that was supposed to be a 
quick-hit, 1 1 - or 1 2-song blast took on a life 
of its own. The Chili Peppers ultimately 
completed 38 songs and considered releas- 
ing three separate albums — the 28 songs 
chosen will be spread over two discs titled 
"Jupiter" and "Mars." 

"I remember when we were, like, an ado- 
lescent band," says Kiedis, "and I heard that 
Metallica was going into the studio for a 
year, and then taking another six months 
to finish, and I was like, 'What freaks! 
What could you possibly do for that long?' 
But I get it now." 

What caused the marathon? Credit an 
unexpected outpouring of material and 
the ambitions of mad scientist John 
Frusciante. First came the songs. "It was 
kind of like Christmas every day," says 
Kiedis. "I'd get in the car at the end of 



rehearsal, and I'd stick in the CD that we'd 
recorded and be like, 'Wow, I'm not exactly 
sure what we're going to do with this, but I 
know it's going to be great.' Every day it was 
like that, like one gift after another." 

The Red Hot Chili Peppers' recording 
methodology goes something like this: 
Frusciante, Flea, and Smith jam every day in 
the studio, working up bits that any one of 
them might bring in. "We were getting two 
and three musical ideas a day," says Smith, 

"If we didn't go 
through emotional 
pain, we'd be boring." 

FLEA 

"and most of them were pretty consistent, 
high-quality stuff." Once those raw grooves 
take on a more defined shape, they get a 
title — written down on a whiteboard — and 
then Kiedis takes them, tries to fit a melody 
and lyrics, and works with Rick Rubin to 
construct a real song. 

At this point, the affable Smith's part is 
basically done; he was finished with this 
album almost a year ago. Since then, he's 
played on other projects, like the new. 



Rubin-produced Dixie Chicks album and a 
solo disc by former Deep Purple bassist 
Glenn Hughes, recorded in Smith's living 
room. (Only in the upside-down world of 
the Chili Peppers would the drummer be 
the band's steadiest member. "It's all rela- 
tive," says 44-year-oId Smith, "but I'm sort of 
the normal guy.") 

Meanwhile, Frusciante is adding layers 
of guitars, effects, and background vocals — 
and this time, he aimed for the stars. The 
guitarist rattles off inspirations for his 
work on Stadium Arcadium — from the Wu- 
Tang Clan to Electric Light Orchestra, from 
Jimi Hendrix to. . .BrandyV. 

"I realize she's not really a hip person to 
mention because of the TV show or what- 
ever, but I'm crazy al^out that album 
Afrodisiac," Frusciante says with absolute 
sincerity. "Her singing is just so awesome. A 
lot of the blues things in my playing were 
coming more from singers like her and 
Beyonce than from guitar players." 

Despite Smith's striving for a dense, con- 
standy shifting sound, Rubin says he doesn't 
find the album excessive at all. "1 don't feel 
like it's challenging the way System of a 
Down is," he says, citing another band he 
has produced. "Even when it's complicated, 
it's really digestible. And there's a wildness 
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Kiedis' Conquests 

One Chili Pepper, eight hot tamales 
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RED HOT CHILI PEPPERS 

to it, a certain live quality in thie air that's 
different. Things were kind of musically a 
little out of control. We realized it was going 
past the edges, but there was something 
exciting about that." 




Oarkness has fallen in Anthony 
Kiedis' Spanish-style house in 
Beverly Hills. We started speaking 
late in the afternoon, with Kiedis 
sipping tea while slung across a 
leather chair in a small library, but as the sun 
went down, he made no move to turn on any 
lights, and now I can hardly see him in the 
shadows. It's unclear whether this is the 
result of his intense focus, some strange 
head game, or whether, if you've seen the 
things that Kiedis has seen, a small detail like 
interior lighting is htirdly worth noticing. 

Stadium Arcadium is the Chili Peppers' 
first release since the publication of Kiedis' 
best-selling memoir. Scar Tissue, in 2004. 
Alternately harrowing and hilarious, the 
book's drug-consumption-per-page quo- 
tient is enough to humble Hunter S. 
Thompson and William S. Burroughs com- 
bined. The singer's account of his lengthy 
battle with heroin addiction — alongside 
tales of his hard-partying father, actor 
Blackie Dammett, and turbulent affairs with 
actresses, models, and designers (see side- 
bar), including lone Skye, Sofia Coppola, 
Yohanna Logan, and Jaime Rishar— ulti- 
mately resembles the lather-rinse-repeat 
iiisti uclions on a bottle of shampoo. 

Kiedis, 43, claims that there was nothing 
cathartic about writing the book. "I had 
already processed the difficult things — the 
father stuff, the drug stuff, the self-loathing 
stuff, all of the psychologically intense and 
debilitating aspects of my life — before I did 
it in a more comprehensive body of work," 
the singer says. "I don't think I'd be of a 
mind to write a bookif I hadn't already dealt 
with all the major issues that were 
destroying me." 

Kiedis says people approach him 
every day to thank him for the book 
and tell him what they've taken from 
his experiences. Still, he expresses 
some misgivings. "I could have been a 
little bit more considerate," he says. "I 
\\ as trying to put everything on the 
table — and in my spirit of 'Here it all 
^ is,' I said things, particularly about girls 
r\'e had relationships writh, that I regret." 
Certainly, the farewells to some of his 
J girlfriends ("I looked at Jaime one day 
and thought, 'I'm not in love with her 
anymore'. . .It was as if a fog had lifted") 
feel more intimate and imcomfortable 
than the lurid drug binges. 
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As for Kiedis' longest-running partner in 
crime. Flea says that he hasn't read Scar 
Tissue. "I think we have very different per- 
spectives on our shared history," the bassist 
says. "I picked it up and read one thing that 
kind of bummed me out, and I also read 
something that was really fuckin' nice, too. 
But it was hard for me to read, and I didn't 
want to go into rehearsal and feel that I 
might bug out." 

It may be true that the memoir didn't lead 
to any personal revelation for Kiedis, but his 
continued growth as a songwriter and 
singer suggests otherwise. The lyrics on 
Stadium Arcadium are still hard to interpret 
literally — and sometimes rely too heavily 
on a kind of rhyming-geography game — 
but there's an evocative sense of imagery 
that is sustained through a huge batch of 
songs. A notable strain of religious and bib- 
lical language ("God made this lady that 
stands before me," "I'm consecrated, but I'm 
not devout") runs through the album, 
which, he acknowledges, seems like a 
theme. But Kiedis says he hadn't taken 
notice of it until someone recently pointed 
it out. And at some point in the recent past, 
he turned into a real vocalist — even on 
sweaty funk workouts such as "Charlie" and 

"No one's ever 
accused me of having 
a set of pipes." 

KIEDIS 

"Warlocks," he sings where he previously 
would have just shouted and mugged. 

"I'm so proud of Anthony," says Flea, 
beaming. "When we first started this band, he 
couldn't really sing a note. He would scream 
and holler and rap, and to see him coming 
up with all these great melodies and singing 
all this stuff — it's probably, more than any- 
thing, the reason why we keep improving." 

"When you're trying so hard to get the 
ears of the world, it's really easy to be super- 
extroverted, to the point of obnoxiousness," 
says Kiedis. "And it worked quite well, being 
the loud, brash, crass, aggressive guy. But 
instead of losing my voice or becoming a 
caricature, I found a way to make a transi- 
tion into something new and different. And 
that would have been more difficult if I had 
been born a singer. 

"I guess we're all born with voices and the 
ability to dance around as kids," he contin- 
ues, "but 1 don't think I came into this world 
with people saying, 'Oh, this kid's got a hell 
of a set of pipes on him.' No one's ever 
accused me of that my whole life." 
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The Chili Peppers, Smith reminds 
us, "started as a joke band," best 
known for songs like "Special Secret 
Song Inside (Party on Your Pussy)" 
and for donning socks on their 
dicks. "We did not have longevity written all 
over us," says a deadpan Kiedis. 

But somewhere along the way, the group 
turned into a rock institution. As they 
approach the quarter-century mark, they're 
in rftfefied company. Which bands can claim 
that kind of endurance while still making new 
music that anyone cares about? There's U2, 
R.E.M., and Metallica, and. ..well, who else? 

Kiedis resists the comparison with those 
monolithic groups. "When I look at those 
bands, they seem like elders," he says. 
"When I was, like, 20 years old, I was aware 
of all of those bands, and they seemed like 
they were in a different world than us." The 
alt-rock luminaries he felt more kinship 
with — Nirvana, Jane's Addiction, Smashing 
Pumpkins — were simply unable to keep it 
together for the long haul. 

Flea says that he feels a certain affinity for 
anyone who's still out on the road after so 



many years. Still, he says, "it seems like 
those guys know what they're doing, like 
they're really smart, and it always seems to 
me like we're kinda bumbling along." 

But Rick Rubin counters with a simple, 
and fairly unarguable, statement. "U2 and 
R.E.M. aren't making better records now than 
they were when they broke," he says. "The 
Chili Peppers feel like they just get better." 

And why shouldn't they? It seems as though 
they've finally found the lives — and the 
sound — they've eilways wanted. Gatherings 
of the band now feel like family affairs, with 

significant others, babies, dogs. Frusciante 
recently bought a beach house to share with 
his girlfriend, Emily; Smith has his wife, 
Nancy, and Cole, and teaches drum clinics 
for young players; Flea continues to devote 
time to the public music school he helped 
found five years ago and is practicing his 
trumpet with new dedication. Only Kiedis — 
most recently linked to 20-year-old model 
Jessica Stam — remains not settled down, 
though the specter of drugs, so long his 
band's true nemesis, seems buried for now. 
"I'm feeling pretty good today," says the 



six-years-clean Kiedis, "and unless you pull 
out a huge bag and put it on the table, I'll 
probably be just fine. 1 have no interest in 
going back to the fear and confusion of my 
life during the last time I was using. I'm 
wearing life as a more loosely fitting gar- 
ment, which fits me just fine." 

And as the band gears up for a lengthy 
tour — European dates in the spring, then 
the States starting in late summer, possibly 
vdth opener Kanye West — even the most 
reluctant Chili Pepper is fired up. "I'm defi- 
nitely ready to get out there in the world," 

says Frusciante with a smile. "I don't have a 

problem vAth touring, because now we get 
along. Sometimes those guys feel like we're 
not friends, and I've definitely gone through 
phases with Anthony and Flea where they 
think we're not friends. But the narrow- 
mindedness that comes from me needing to 
occupy my brain all the time sometimes iso- 
lates me from the people aroimd me. 

"When we toured for By the Way and 
Californication, I kept my headphones on all 
the time," continues Frusciante. "I think this 
time, I'm going to take the headphones off." O 
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Eagles of Death Metal ss 

Frontman Jesse Hughes and drumnner Josh Homme 
are back, armed with more jailbait pickup lines, devil 
'n' crossbones bravado, and a headbang-rock 
blast set to trigger whiplash across America. 



One Step Closer 97 

Subtitled Why U2 Matters 
to Those Seeking God, this 
book may reveal why Bono's 
Jesus complex is justified. 



The Godfather: 
The Game 99 

Manipulate the Corleone fam- 
ily without the risk of waking 
up to a horse head in your bed. 




Fame Hurts 



Mike Skinner wrestles with success on a stellar new album 




The Streets 

The Hardest Way to 
Make an Easy Living 

VICE 

If you don't think pop star- 
dom is a total drag, well, 
then you must not be very famous. Just ask 
Britney or Lindsay, Michael or Madonna. Now 
even Mike Skinner has lent his 'umble mumble 
to this all-star chorus of lamentation. On The 
Hardest Way to Make an Easy Living, the 26- 
year-old British MC/producer, better known as 
the Streets, flirts with the perilous self-indul- 
gence of celebrity autobiography. But with his 
knack for extracting humor from the mundane. 
Skinner's the perfect poet for this snooze of a 
topic: Tedium is his medium. His 
perspective on the annoyances 
that beset the hapless and famous 
hardly differs from his insight into 
"a day in the life of a geezer," which 
he surveyed on his 2002 debut. 
Original Pirate Material. Geezer's 
famous now. In Britain, anyway. 

Rather than get Jenny-from- 
the-block on us, though. Skinner 
focuses on the specifics of his 
day-to-day routine. The business- 
man on the title track just happens 
to be a musician; he accounts for 
cash outlays with the exasperation 
of any harried entrepreneur. 
Meanwhile, he's accompanied by 
a melancholy whistle (as in "while 
you work") and a claustrophobic 
keyboard that essentially recasts 
the Animals' "House of the Rising 
Sun" as a labor-camp trudge. On 
the flashy shopping spree 
"Memento Mori," a horn-spiked 
jaunt, Skinner analyzes his own 
materialism with the self-con- 
sciousness of Kanye West and 
twice the punch lines. Blocks may 
remain unrocked by Skinner's 
beats, which hearken back to the 
days before two-step garage 
music exploded into grime. Yet 
they bump from just enough odd 
angles to highlight the tunefulness 
of his spoken cadence — another 
reminder of how hip-hop has 
expanded, not destroyed, our 
sense of melody. 

But on to the sex and violence 
we Us Weekly readers demand of 
our photogenic betters! After a 
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disjointed rant about camera phones, "When 
You Wasn't Famous" gets down to its point: It's 
so easy for a star to get laid that it can be frus- 
trating when an equally famous woman makes 
him put in some actual effort. Skinner also 
doles out romantic advice on the 
pickup how-to "War of the Sexes" 
(apparently, when all else fails, 
blurting "Did you know cigarette 
lighters were invented before 
matches?" will hold a lady's atten- 
tion) and the heartfelt "All Goes Out the 
Window" ("If you never tell a lie to her / You 
don't have to remember it"). And as a key- 
board simulates rock guitar on "Hotel 
Expressionism," Skinner outlines room- 



Skinner flirts 
with celebrity 
autobiography. 




trashing protocol with pedantic certitude: 
"Throwing the TV out the window, mate, is 
nothing clear of weak clich6." 

This playful attitude makes Skinner seem like 
he's taking the piss even when that might not 
be his intention. On "Never Go to Church," he 
tries to recall his late father's life, only to con- 
clude, "You left me behind to remind me of 
you." Maybe he isn't out to write a more human- 
scale alternative to Bono's Grammy-winning 
dad eulogy, "Sometimes You 
Can't Make It on Your Own." 
And perhaps the Streets' 2004 
disc, A Grand Don't Come for 
Free, didn't deliberately set out 
^ to deflate the myth of the great 

'70s rock concept album— even if Skinner's 
sprawling narrative celebrated psychodramas 
like Quadrophenia or Ziggy Stardust or The Wall. 
On Grand, Skinner didn't invite alienated kids 
to identify with the grandiose trauma of some 
gloomy superstar; he just followed 
a schlub named Mike who loses a 
wad of cash, squabbles with his 
girl, battles poor cell phone recep- 
tion, and learns a homely lesson 
about life. Skinner levels preten- 
sions each time his tongue scuffs 
a consonant, and on The Hardest 
Way, he can't help but let slip the 
real reason pop stardom's a total 
drag: You've got the same petty 
problems you did before you were 
famous. It's just that more people 
are watching you fail to solve 
them. A- KEITH HARRIS 



"For my next 
number, 'Singing 
in the Rain'" 



FAST FACTS 

The word on the Streets 

OMany of the vocals on 
The Hardest Way were 
laid down in the bathroom 
of Skinner's record label, 
the Beats. 

Skinner thought he'd 
lost the whole album 
after spilling a glass of wine 
on his Mac, but tech sup- 
port salvaged it. 

©As he raps on the title 
track, Skinner did in fact 
buy a pinstripe suit from 
"Maurice Steadwell of Savile 
Row" — a tracksuit that cost 
several thousand dollars. 

OThe identity of the pop 
star on "When You 
Wasn't Famous," with whom 
Skinner enjoyed a brief 
tryst, is as yet unknown to 
even his best friends. 





The long awaited new album! 

includes 
"Blackened Blue Eyes" 

Special Enhanced CD contains the video 



Go to www.charlatans.net for tour dates 
Buy SIMPATICO at Virgin Records and get 2 exclusive bonus tracks! 




Prince 
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UNIVERSAL 

The Purple One gets inspired by 
his favorite legend: himself 

1^^^^ What should the 

^^^^F greatest pop musl- 
^K^B^ clan of his genera- 
^^HCy^ tlon do when a new 
^^^"'^ generation has the 
reins? Compete, or become a 
museum attraction? Prince wants 
to do both. The medium-hot 
Musicology (2004) was mostly 
anthropology, praising James 
Brown, dissing hip-hop "if it ain't 
Chuck D or Jam Master Jay," and 
issuing a challenge: "Take your 
pick — turntable or a band?" In 
Kanye's world, however, that 
equation ain't so simple. Prince's 
old-school funk remains superla- 
tive: He can still outplay and out- 
perform most any pop act, 
hip-hop or otherwise. But song- 
writing and production chops 
remain the coin of the market- 
place, and in those departments, 
dude's definitely lost some shine. 

The title track of 3 T 2 J chants 
the room number of a pleasure 
dome where champagne flows 
and clothes are optional — where, 
in the spirit of the Eagles' "Hotel 
California," you "can come if you 
want to / But you can never 
leave." The title also conjures a 
future millennium, as does the 
song's music: angular guitar 
blasts and pitch-shifted voices on 



So suave he has a separate stylist to 
coif his chest hair 

a lumbering groove. And finally, 
the numerical title echoes 
Prince's landmark 1999, a record- 
ing 3 72 7 often looks back to 
musically — as well it should. With 
retro dance rock and synth pop in 
full flower everywhere (see Gwen 
Stefani, LCD Soundsystem, Hot 
Chip, Jamie Lidell, and countless 
German laptoppers with voice- 
processing software). Prince 
would be a fool to court the future 
without pillaging his own past, 
just like everyone else is doing. 

Yet the best songs here, like 
the title track, find him pushing for- 
ward. "Black Sweat" is a horny (yet 
oddly chaste) single with a halting 
electro rhythm and a spectacularly 
nagging Dr. Dre synth whine; else- 
where we get Timbaland-style 
beats and a talkbox rap with 
some Houston flow. Both "Te Amo 
Corazon" and "The Dance" smartly 
court Latin crossover by bringing 
back the cha-cha rhythm. But the 
latter, along with the missionary- 
minded "Get on the Boat" — 
another jazzy, idea-packed, 
fireworks-show finale — reveals 
that Prince's main weakness is 
the urge to display his own mind- 
boggling talent. In pop, a little 
well-turned brilliance goes a long 
way, which is why lesser talents 
top the charts. B WILL HERMES 

SEE ALSO: Jamie Lidell, Multiply 
(Warp, 2005) 



*I ^oti'f wanf fo fake my t:^lofPie-s off/ 
B>uf I ifto /I ^on'f wanf fo fuKti noi^o^ty 
on / UnJess it's you... I'm Piof an^^t I ^on'f 
c-are who knows if / 1 t^of a Joi^ fo ^o" 



— PRINCE, "BLACK SWEAT" 
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Casiotone for the Painfully Alone 

Etiquette 

TOMLAB 

San Francisco native Owen Ashworth l<nows disappoint- 
nnent, and on these ragged bedroom-synth symphonies, he wraps his lo-fi 
whisper-croon around characters who are full of regret, are burdened by 
the past, and "drink too much and fuck too soon." His songs are equal 
parts haunting and comforting — like running into your ex at the airport. 



GLITCHEADS IN LOVE 



Ellen Allien & Apparat 




Orchestra of Bubbles 

BPITCH CONTROL 

Finding the magic middle ground between dance-club dis- 
cipline and laptop self-indulgence, Berlin neighbors Allien and Apparat 
make what sounds like an early contender for the electronic bicycling 
soundtrack of the year. Apparat spangles Allien's techno minimalism, while 
she helps him dance better. The sound of modern German romance. 



AMERICAN INDIE BEAUTY 



Human Television 

Look at Who You're Talking To 

li'GANTIC MUSIC 

While most '80s-revival bands tend toward angst-ridden, 
twitchy new wave, it's pleasant to hear a group access kinder, gentler 
Reagan-era noises — the kudzu jangle of early R.E.M., the psychedelic swirls 
of Rain Parade and Dream Syndicate, the echo-chamber revelry of the Stone 
Roses. An album of kind Pacific breezes for bedroom desert islanders. 



THE NO NO NOS 



The Magik Markers 

A Panegyric to the Things I Do Not Understand 

GULCHER 

An inexplicable but wildly charismatic New York noise trio 
led by singer/guitarist Elisa Ambroglo, who howls nonsense poetry and 
beats the devil out of her guitar while making it all seem like the most epic 
bar fight you've ever seen. Basically two long tracks of rhythmic clatter, 
ambient tease, and chaotic swagger, this is punk rock stripped bare. 
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RHYMING IN SPITE OF HIMSELF 



Murs 

Murray's Revenge 

RECORD COLLECTION 

Crabby, scattered, and pompous, Murs is still one of under- 
ground hip-hop's most compelling characters. Urged on by the heart- 
tugging soul samples of Little Brother's 9th Wonder, he raps about drinking 
Shirley Temples instead of Bacardi, pays tribute to the outcast fate of 
"dark-skinned white girls," and conducts a unique tour of L.A. 



U.K. POGO ROCK 



The Rakes 

Capture/Release 



Call them the Maximo Franz Arctic Kaiserheads. There may 
be too many bands in the U.K.'s dance-rock scene, but these Brits' jams 
come more rugged than rigid, with lyrics closer to punk snot than clean- 
shaven witticisms. And they manage both sides of the equation when they 
kiss off an ugly one-night stand: "The guilt won't leave my circulation." 



POi^N GEEK RAP 



Spank Rock 

Yoyoyoyoyo 

BIG DADA 

Not a blink-1 82 side project. Spank Rock Is the work of ass- 
obsessed, totally dorked-out Baltimore rapper Naeem Juwan. On his debut 
album he mixes B-more strip-club shout-alongs, low-budget crunk, old- 
school beats and rhymes, video game drones, and pay-per-view moans. 
What DipIo is to Brazil, this guy is to the Spice channel. 




JOSH WINK 

PROFOUND SOUNDS VOI.UMIr 3 



The first double album mix from Philadelphia's electronic music 
pioneer. Josh Wink. 

Exclusive Wink material including the first ever release of Radiohead 
"Everything in its Right Place" (Josh Wink Remix). "Swirl," and "Higher State 
of Consciousness" (Eyes in the Circle of Life Remix by Matthew Johnson) 

2XCD Out IVlay 2006 
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PERFECTO 

CHILLS ///VOL.3 



PAUL OAKENFOLD'S 

Perfecto Records New Chillout Collection 

Modern Downtempo Classics, Remixes + Rarities From.... 

Faithless feat. Dido - Bloc Party - Massive Attack 
Thievery Corporation - Groove Armada - Goldfrapp 
Deep Dish - Ladytron - Badly Drawn Boy - Paul Van Dyk 

2XCD Out Now 
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the web's most popular shoe store!® 

See www.2app0s.com/cs.zhtml for details. 




Eagles of Death 
Metal 

Death by Sexy 

DOWNTOWN 

Heavy-rock titans reveal 
their MVP (no, we don't 
recognize him either) 

The myth, the 
legend, the 
secret origin, 
if you will, of 
Eagles of 
Death Metal Is as dorky and 
moving as the band's 
hesher-trash music Is tossed 
off and good-natured. Hell, 
w^ho are w/e kidding? The 
myth's way better than the 
music. Eagles main 'stache 
Jesse "the Devil" Hughes 
has known Eagles drummer 
Josh Homme since both 
were tiny hard-rocking kids 
in Palm Desert, California. 
Homme went on to perfect 
megaton butte metal with 
Kyuss and to rule the 
Queens of the Stone Age 
empire with a heavy pimp 
hand. Hughes became just a 
slob like one of us. But 
Homme rescued his pal 
during Hughes' gnarly 
divorce, whisking him away 
from daily drudgery into a 
lost chapter of David Lee 
Roth's memoirs. Hype fol- 
lowed — there's a Spike TV 
movie of the week in here 
somewhere. 

Eagles of Death Metal feel 
like a rock'n'roll fantasy 
camp — an everydude plays 
the f rontman with the 
groupies and the speed, 
while the real-life rock star 
plays the drums with let's- 
call-it-spirited amateurism. 
The notion of rock as 
escapism has rarely trans- 
lated so literally: Hughes 
sings "I love you, baby, 
you're just 1 9" like he didn't 
know how hot the barely 
legal ladles were when he 
himself was that age. 

As a result, the band's 
second disc. Death by Sexy, 
from the name on down, 
feels like rock that Beavis 
would play if Homme were 
his pal: minimalist grooves 




"Anyone have a barrette?": Eagles of Death Metal's Jesse Hughes 



looped into the ovoid shapes 
that QOTSA turned into hits. 
"1 Want You So Hard (Boy's 
Bad News)," "Cherry Cola," 
"I Like to Move in the Night": 
These are songs that party 
ev-e-ry day. The acoustic 
reel of "Solid Gold" boogies 
around the campfire, while 
"The Ballad of Queen Bee 
and Baby Duck" pays tribute 
to the founder of this feast 
and his bride. On Death, 
Hughes demands you pour 
some sugar on him in the 
name of love. It's like that 
Joseph Campbell guy said: 
Follow your motherfrugging 
bliss. B JOE GROSS 

SEE ALSO: The Darkness, Per- 
mission to Land (Atlantic, 2003) 




Built to Spill 

You in Reverse 

WARNER BROS. 

Idaho ax wielders keep 
on truckin' 

Built to Spill 
have always 
toked their 
own brand of 
jamrock. 
Since the early '90s, when 
singer/guitarist Doug 
Martsch began writing 
singsongy melodies that 
searched his boyish voice's 
upper registers while a 
tangle of guitars spun 
sprawling solos beneath 
him, the Boise, Idaho band 
has filled the space where 
flannel meets Birkenstocks. 




REDISCOVERED 



My Life in the Bush of Ghosts nonesuch 
Though this moodier corollary to Talking 
Heads' Remain in Light was shelved for 
two years, its refraction of sub-Saharan 
rhythms through New York subwoofers 
was still visionary when released in 1981 . 
A quarter-century later, over beats that 
would make Dipio drool, the samples of 
Christian evangelism, Koran recitations, and a New Orleans 
preacher's plea still sound uncannily relevant. SEAN HOWE 
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GET TWO YEARS 
OF COOL MUSIC FOR 
LESS THAN 20 BUCKS. 
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BACK FROM THE DEAD 

"I was clearly trying to kill myself" 
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LIVE LOCAL CHAT! 
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FREE PARTY LINE 
1-775-533-8242 
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YOU'LL FIND IT 
1 
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Find your local It. 
1.800.777.8000 
FREE TRIAL 

CODE 3777 




f HOT LOCAL GIRLS! 
Wanna Connect With you 
1-800-780-8885 
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ADVEimSING 



Advertise your product 
or service in the SPIN 
Classified Section! Call 
212-448-7470 or for more 
information. 



LOOKING FOR A 
RECORD DEAL? 

Getting signed is ver>- fiaid to do. 
But we will get ttie record deal you 

are looking for 
GUARAJffiEED Call now for 
SERVICE FREE info 

IF I.'! www.talent2k.com 




MAKE YOUR OWN STICKERS 

100 6TICKER5 FOR $25* 




6TlCkERJUNklE.COM 

PELlVEREP TO YOUR POOR IN 2->i WEEKS 
• 1000 STICKEK6 FOR $165 




vwMi)OGK'ABII!l{l£oin 

Your Music Merctiandise Source 
^ Ifuer «EW«& 

Rockabill; 
■selection of music nierchandise 
you will >ind on the web. T-shirts to 
leather accessories, mainstream 
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'Some fPiin<^s n^ve^i^ 
c^hanc^e- / Some- 
fPiin^s want to 
cPiatK^e- fPiaf" 

— BUILT TO SPILL, 
"CONVENTIONAL WISDOM" 

Their jangly head trips placed 
them somewhere between Sonic 
Youth and Luna on the indie-rocl< 
circuit, but they've also wooed 
Deadheads to their gigs. 

But the noodle niche has 
shifted since the group's last 
outing, 2001 's Ancient Melodies 
of the Future: It's a Broken Social 
Scene world now, and Built to 
Spill are just living in it. Yet, where 
the members of the Toronto collec- 
tive take turns wandering through 
atmospheric pop songs. Martsch's 
gliding guitar is the focus of Built to 
Spill's deceptively simple arrange- 
ments. BTS's sixth album. You in 
Reverse, rejects the pithy pop of 
their 1999 breakthrough, Keep It 
Like a Secret, for spacey, stretchy 
tracks that emphasize their 
unique, virtuosic musicianship. 

The band's greatest strength is 
best used sparingly, though — 
extendo-jams decorate and prac- 
tically smother every song on 
Reverse. "Conventional Wisdom" 
bops along to a chiming, triumph- 
ant riff but gets bogged down 
around the five-minute mark and 
peters out unremarkably. Still, 
many tracks, like the nearly nine- 
minute, drum-propelled opener, 
"Goin' Against Your Mind," and 
choppy, upbeat "Wherever You 
Go," are catchy enough to with- 
stand the meandering fuzz-outs. 
Memorable vocal lines, wistful 
lyrics and character sketches, 
and quick mood swings tie up 
most of the loose ends throughout. 
Martsch Isn't flashy, but he's con- 
sistent — a virtue that will help him 
withstand the indie jammer gener- 
ation a bit longer. B CARYN GANZ 

SEE ALSO: Doug Martsch, Now You 
Know (Warner Bros., 2002) 
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The Vines 

Vision Valley 

CAPITOi 

After a flashy start in 
2002 as fresh-faced 
Nirvana fans, these 
Aussie kids hit the 
skids — crap live shows 
and the sketchy behav- 
ior of singer/songwriter 
Craig Nicholls, who was 
diagnosed with Asper- 
ger's syndrome. Still, 
this third album rocks 
with a woozy pothead- 
punk swagger (like 
Redd Kross circa 1 990), 
and Nicholls' ability to 
churn out classic alt- 
rock hooks remains. B+ 



Richard 
Ashe reft 

Keys to the World 

VIRGIN 

The ex-Verve singer's 
second solo album, 
2002's Human 
Conditions, recalled the 
battered rock grandeur 
and hushed stoner 
yearning of ex-Beach 
Boy Dennis Wilson's 
late-'70s cult classic. 
Pacific Ocean Blue. But 
Ashcroft's follow-up is 
clumsier and less tune- 
ful, with his soul/gospel 
flair and music-is- 
power lyrics more corny 
than convincing. C 



E-40 

My Glietto Report 
Card 

SIKWIDIT/BME/REPRISE 

On his 1 2th outing, the 
bespectacled Balla- 
tician finally translates 
the kinetic Bay Area 
bounce known as 
hyphy for the masses. 
E-40's relaxed, conver- 
sational flow is an 
agreeable complement 
to the sliding, slamming 
synths and blips that 
color nearly every 
undulating track here. 
Now is the Bay's time to 
grind. Houston, we 
barely knew ye. B-f 




Imaad Wasif 

Imaad Wasif 

KILi ROCK STARS 

Sometimes this L.A. 
singer/songwriter's 
acoustic finger-pluck- 
ing moves past half- 
angst into something 
boozier, but his solo 
debut is boxed wine at 
best. Wasif — the Yeah 
Yeah Yeahs' touring 
guitarist — gives us 
songs about friends in 
need, this "wonderful 
empty feeling I crave," 
the river, "wounds that 
never heal," and song 
titles like "(Dandelion)." 
Parentheses his. C 



Sondre Lerche 
and the Faces 
Down Quartet 

Ouper Sessions 

ASTRALVJERKS 

With a smarmy coo that 
makes Michael Buble 
sound gangsta, this 
Norwegian singer/ 
songwriter has dabbled 
in folk, chamber pop, 
bossa nova, et al.. get- 
ting by on youthful 
charm for far too long. 
Here, he tries hepcat 
jazz-piano bop and bal- 
ladry with pitiful results. 
His tinkly Elvis Costello 
cover ("Human Hands") 
is icky karaoke. D 



® 



AFX 

Chosen Lords 

REPHLEX 

Couldn't find time to 
chase down all 11 of the 
vinyl-only 1 2-inch sin- 
gles Richard D. James 
released in 2005? 
Breathe easy: The 
Dickster has distilled 
them all down to a con- 
venient Top 1 0 that's as 
pleasurable as It is con- 
venient. These glisten- 
ing globs of jarring/ 
transporting electro- 
burble recall his great- 
est '90s-electronica 
work (because you 
probably can't). A- 



T.l. 

King 

GRAND HUSTLE/ATLANTIC 

Anyone looking for per- 
sonal growth on this 
Atlanta rapper's latest 
opus will probably be 
disappointed by the 
lack of introspection. 
Good thing the self- 
proclaimed Southern 
monarch still knows 
how to make palpitating 
street anthems like the 
Just Blaze-honed 
sneerfest "I'm Talkin' to 
You," where the pro- 
duction is marked by 
tense strings and cas- 
cading drum rolls. B'f 




Van Hunt 

On the Jungle Floor 

CAPITOL 

A love man with a pimp 
strut, this insinuating 
R&B crooner and 2006 
Grammy nominee has 
yet to top the hooki- 
ness of 2004's "Dust," 
the highlight of his self- 
titled debut. But on his 
second album, he does 
get off some snarling 
Funkadelic blues and 
classic-rocl< balladry; 
too bad his slinkiest 
rhythm track belongs to 
the song with the 
chorus "She just can't 
help being a girl." B- 



ALSO RELEASED The Fever, in tfie City of Sleep (Kemado) As frontman Geremy Jasper 
tweaks his Richard Hell hysterics Iggy-ward, Chris Sanchez's spiky surf-garage guitar plots precise diver- 
gences of tempo and tune, angling away from the drums' seasick sway. Rarely are spastlcs this smartly 
circumspect about chaos. B+; Wilderness. Vessel States (Jagjaguwar) Baltimore art rock slowed to a 
thick ooze, cut with the kind of atonal ranting usually reserved for soapbox speeches about black-helicopter 
conspiracies. Somehow, though, it's both jarring and hypnotic. B 



By Charles Aaron, Jon Dolan, Sean Fennessey, Keith Harris, Michaelangelo Matos, and Nick Sylvester 




Pretty Girls Make 
Graves 

Elan Vital 

MATADOR 

Art-punk politicos add synths, 
noodle toward freedom 

Keyboards are the 
fretless bass of 
modern punk; 
exquisite in the 
right hands, excru- 
ciating in everyone else's, and 
often deadly pretentious regard- 
less. It is thus somewhat alarming 
that Seattle art-punk quintet 
Pretty Girls Make Graves feature 
keyboardist Leona Marrs (who 
also plays accordion) so promi- 
nently on their third full-length, 
^lan Vital. Strains oIKidA 
grandeur mingle with violent, all- 
ages guitar-slinging and a few 
synths on the band's 2003 album. 
The New Romance, but ^lan is a 
whole other shade of opaque. To 



bug out immediately, dial up the 
ballad "Pearls on a Plate," an 
Eno-rmous wonderland of gur- 
gling synths and weeping orches- 
tral swells that belongs at the 
hazy dawn's-early-light end of a 
Chemical Brothers record. That it 
also whips the hell outta Beth 
Orton's entire solo catalog is this 
uneven but fascinating record's 
saving grace. 

At first, those keys only plink 
nervously a la Philip Glass, with 
some bombastic, badass bass to 
help prod things along. "The 
Number" is PGMG's best tune yet. 
a jittery romp wherein frontgrrri 
Andrea Zollo hollers a deliciously 
Zeitgeist-defining chorus: 
"Because I want / And I don't 
know what I want / But when I 
want it / 1 want it." Her voice can't 
set entire subdivisions aflame like 
mighty Gossip matron Beth 
Ditto's, but it does the job as long 



'j/^/e-'ye hant^in^^ up our apron ff»s / y^e-'re- 
^omin^ fi^oyn fPie^ hai:^k Koa^^ts /Out of fine- 
f/elifLs a not fPt^ facfory lin&s /Mutiny" 




Only one PGMQ member saw Sasquatcli before it jumped down and ate them 



— PRETTY GIRLS MAKE GRAVES, "PARADE" 



as Zollo doesn't get too bratty. 
Other tunes struggle to match 
that zenith. "Parade" is a peppy 
working-class call to arms but a 
poor sequel to Romance's "This Is 
Our Emergency," sounding drasti- 
cally less desperate in drastically 
more desperate times. "The 
Magic Hour" begins as a furious 
Blood Brothers slaughterfest. but 
soon cuts the tempo (and your 
attention span) in half. Yet Plan's 
trickier moments flaunt a splendid 



6lan indeed: Marrs rips her accor- 
dion a new one on "Selling the 
Wind," and all manner of studio 
gadgetry abounds elsewhere. 
Fugazi's The Argument remains 
the Mount Olympus for Punk 
Planet bands looking to expand 
their range, but even Elan Vital's 
misfires stumble bravely and 
lushly. Fine, keep the keyboards. 
B ROBHARVILLA 

SEE ALSO: The Gossip, Movement 
(Kill Rock Stars, 2003) 
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TomZe 

Estudando o Pagode 

LUAKA B0P/V2 

Brazilian experimenter finds 
cure to social ills: more sex 

Tom Z6 is having 
more fun than you. 
Since his late-'60s 
stint as a fellow 
traveler with trop- 
icilia — the radical Brazilian 
protest movement born from a 
marriage of avant-rock and Bahia 
folk — Ze has consistently cham- 
pioned pleasure on principle with 
his frisky, disjointed musicai 
experiments. Now, inspired by 
survey findings that neariy three- 
quarters of his country's female 
university students don't enjoy 
sex, he's composed a three-act 
operetta to address the male 
oppression of women. And, trick- 
ster that he is, Ze couldn't help 
but build his composition around 
the squeal of blowing air through 
a rolled-up ficus leaf, the same 
sound that Brazilian kids use to 
piss off their harried parents. 
Maybe next he'll take on World 
Bank neocolonialism with the 



sonata of arm farts it deserves. 

On tracks like the opening "Ave 
dor Maria," where pizzicato 
strings dart down toward a con- 
stantly shifting low end, Ze's odd- 
ball instrumentation coaxes his 
tunelets away from their expected 
melodies. He employs synco- 
pated sobs, exuberant whoops, 
and at one point, a female orgasm 
to trip up beats derived from the 
titular pagode — a bare-bones 
working-class samba of onetime 
ill repute (the term was a slang 
putdown for dishonest huck- 




'That's what teen spirit smells like?" 



sters) — in order to achieve more 
graceful ends. The pagode is 
known for its machismo, which Ze 
either contrasts with a softer, 
more playful energy (the donkey- 
style brays of "Estupido Rapaz" 
fade into the harp strum of 
"Proposta de Amor") or under- 
mines outright (as on the lovely 
acoustic ballad "Duas Opindes"). 

Even in Z6's darker moments, 
his celebration of the eccentric 
and downtrodden— from Don 
Quixote to gay protesters at the 
Vatican — is essentially comic. 
With lyrical wit and revamped 
musical technology, he can face 
down the brutish forces of con- 
formity. In fact, his melodic com- 
posites and zigzag beats share 
less with arty experimentalists 
than with absurdist bandleader 
Spike Jones or Looney Tunes' 
soundtrack composer Carl 
Stalling. But unlike many rockers 
who cherish childlike ideals only 
to fall prey to amateurism or 
whimsy, Zd is aware that kids are 
both complex in their inventions 
and earnest in their intentions. 
And for that added touch of 



youthful authenticity, he asked 
some 16-year-old girls to vet the 
tracks and select their faves. 
Avant-garde? Nah, just excep- 
tionally clever teen pop, a 
reminder that they call it playing 
music for a reason. A 
KEITH HARRIS 

SEE ALSO: Os Mutantes, Everything 
Is Possible: The Best ofOs Mutantes 
(Luaka Bop, 1999) 

Drive-By Truckers 

A Blessing and a Curse 

NEW WEST 

Shooter Jennings 

Electric Rodeo 

UNIVERSAL SOUTH 

Country rockers mull over the 
fathers of their sins 




Last year Shooter Jennings, son 
of outlaw-country great Waylon 
Jennings, appeared in Wall( the 
Line, a little art-house flick about 
this backwater country singer 
who has to choose between 
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EVEN MORE 
FREAK FOLK... 



The Definitive Guide to 



Freak Folk 

Beyond Sufjan there's 50 years of weird genius. Plus a lot of guys who've 
rented The Dark Crystal more times than they've showered, by melissa maerz 




Various Artists 

Anthology of 
American Folk 
Music 

FOLKWAYS. 1952 

Harry Smith's collec- 
tion of blues and 
country 78s Inspired 
everything from the 
folk resurgences of 
the '50s and '60s to 
the Great Marijuana 
Revival of 1 952- 
2006. Both ha-ha- 
funny and uncanny- 
funny, its sung 
stories introduced 
midcentury weirdos 
to Mississippi John 
Hurt and the Carter 
Family. 



Pearls Before 
Swine 

One Nation 
Underground 

ESP, 1967 

Tom Rapp embodied 
the antiestablish- 
ment ethos so much 
that he turned down 
Woodstock to hang 
out near a flock of 
swans in Holland. On 
his debut, he penned 
Renaissance Faire 
jams as a guide to 
living "behind your 
eyes." Fun fact: The 
pervy ballad "(Oh 
Dear) Miss Morse" 
transmits f-u-c-k in 

Morse code. 



The Incredible 
String Band 

The Hangman's 

Beautiful 

Daughter 

ELEKTRA. 1968 

"We are the table- 
cloth and also the 
table." Just one of 
many riddles from 
this Scottish group's 
Age of Aquarius trib- 
ute to Krishna, sun- 
shine, sitars, moon 
cycles, mysticism, 
Celtic folk, frankin- 
cense, and the 
minotaur. Proof that 
every clichd about 
hippies is often 

pretty much true. 



John Fahey 

Voice of the 
Turtle 

TAKOMA. 1968 

Part psychedelic 
biography and part 
practical joke, this 
bottleneck blues 
album mythologized 
"Blind Joe Death" 
(Fahey's alter ego) in 
the liner notes and 
challenged the idea 
that folk songs are 
reliable vessels for 
history. The music 
sounds like a dueling 
guitar competition 
between two hemi- 
spheres of a deeply 
tweaked brain. 



Vashti Bunyan 

Just Another 
Diamond Day 

DICRISTINA STAIR. (970 

When renouncing the 
mainstream was as 
easy as throwing on 
love beads, Bunyan 
dropped out for real, 
leaving London in a 
horse-drawn wagon 
bound forthe coun- 
tryside. That pilgrim- 
age yielded the kind 
of head-kerchief 
hymns that romanti- 
cize rural life — only 
they're sung by 
someone who was 
probably gleaning 

actual wheat. 




Jandek 

Ready for the 
House 

COPWOOD INDUSTRIES. 
1978 

Controversy over 
this Texas recluse's 
true identity made 
House's open-tuned 
guitar oddities a cult 
sensation. Jandek 
turned outsiderdom 
into a unifying force: 
"The reason I have 
been accepted / Is 
that I failed to come 
on strong / Found a 
chair beside a 
window / Found a 
place where I 
belong." 



J' 

Joanna 
Newsom 

The Milk-Eyed 
Mender 

DRAG CITY. 2004 

Newsom's strained 
soprano recalls little 
kids who sing wide- 
mouthed only to 
have their pride 
beaten out of them 
in the locker room. 
But in harpsichord 
blues like "Bridges 
and Balloons," she 
gives that innocence 
pathos — the wonder 
of someone in love 
with the worid 
because she dreams 
too much to live in it. 



Animal 
Collective 

Sung Tongs 

FATCAT. 200-1 

For anyone who's 
ever snickered 
through "Blowin' in 
the Wind," here's a 
giddy subversion of 
folk's self-serious- 
ness. Like the Beach 
Boys reborn at a 
Rainbow Gathering, 
Collective members 
Avey Tare and Panda 
Bear rave through 
harmonic guitar 
chimes, drum-circle 
raucousness, and 
whoops that could 
egg on a keg stand. 



Devendra 
Banhart 

Rejoicing in the 
Hands 

YOUNG GOD. 2004 

This bearded trouba- 
dour and Vashti 
Bunyan fan goofs 
through stream-of- 
consciousness 
praise for life's sim- 
plest elements: the 
sun, nature, the 
body. But with his 
half-gargled vibrato, 
he also suggests 
that those "simple" 
things are much 
weirder than any- 
thing LSD ever 
dreamed up. 



Sufjan 
Stevens 

Seven Swans 

SOUNDS FAMILYRE. 2004 

Stevens penned 
these delicate 
melodies for the man 
he adores — a guy 
who happened to 
inspire the New 
Testament. But like 
gothic writer 
Flannery O'Connor, 
his Christian medita- 
tions aren't just 
about Jesus; they're 
about love in its 
broadest sense, with 
all the rapture, sur- 
realism, and dark- 
ness that implies. 



DVD 

Jandek on 
Corwood 

UNiCORh' STEMCIL. 2003 

Who Is the Richie 
Cunningham look-alike 
whose damaged-guitar 
minimalism inspired 
everyone from Beck to 
Thurston Moore? Chad 
Freidrichs' film not only 
offers a few theories, it 
also proves that, when 
it comes to creating a 
freak-folk legend, a 
good unsolved mystery 
is just as important as a 
good album. 

ZINE 

Galactic Zoo 
Dossier 

DRAGC/r. 

Making a zine in the 
blog age is about as for- 
ward-thinking as crank- 
ing up a cotton gin, 
but Chicagoan Steve 
Krakow uses the 
medium's throwback 
cachet to revamp flower 
power for a new genera- 
tion of lotus-eaters. His 
hand-drawn tomes of 
psychedelia — freak-folk 
profiles, trippy comics, 
an outre mix CD — are 
like a third eye that 
winks at you. 
BOOK ' 

How Bluegrass 
Music Destroyed 
My Life 

BY JOHN FAHEY 

DRAG CITY. :'L 

Before James Frey 
sexed up his prison 
record, this short-story 
collection showed how 
a semifictional memoir 
can reflect the absurdity 
of memory better than a 
straight autobiography. 
Fahey infuses these 
pages with the same 
black humor you'll find 
in his music. 
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&e^i:^ause' of 
jTty hoy/is 
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—The Incredible 
String Band, 

"The Minotaur's Song" 
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If you abuse the carpool lane, they will make you pay: Drive-By Truckers 



what's right and what feels good. 
Now, Shooter and Georgia's 
Drive-By Truckers are similarly 
caught between tradition and 
adventure. Grounded In old- 
school roots music but driven by 
a desire to rock young butts, 
these Southern-fried rebel yellers 
face a fork in the road: to honor 
thy legacy or blaze thine own trail? 

In a world mapped with red and 
blue states, that's more than an 
aesthetic choice. Like the Man in 
Black, the Truckers never over- 
look the emotional price of a sin 
or the fuel behind one. On 2004 's 
The Dirty South, singer Patterson 
Hood examined the circumstances 



motivating a small-time drug 
dealer. Then again, the Truckers 
have also learned some things 
from rock — that ten-minute 
guitar solos, for example, can be 
a good thing. 

Yet, musically, A Blessing and 
a Curse is the Truckers' least 
complicated album. In tidy 
garage-twang cuts like "Feb 1 4" 
and "Easy on Yourself," they ditch 
their Southern-rock-operatic 
style in favor of a more genteel 
Replacements-like crunch, but 
songwriters Hood, Mike Cooley, 
and Jason Isbell don't stint on the 
tunes' thematic weight. In 
"Aftermath USA," a hungover 



Stones ramble with enough cow- 
bell to satisfy Charlie Watts (if not 
Will Ferrell), they save their pretti- 
est backing harmonies for Hood's 
description of "crystal meth in 
the bathtub, blood splattered in 
the sink." And Cooley sings 
"Space City," a folky acoustic 
ballad about a widower's grief, 
with the weary conviction of an 
exhausted badass. 

A Hollywood brat who threat- 
ens Kid Rock's title as Trashville's 
MVP, Jennings is more of a stylist 
than the regular-Joe Truckers; the 
most emo song on Electric Rodeo 
is "Gone to Carolina," a litigation- 
worthy rewrite of Bon Jovi's 
"Wanted Dead or Alive." Still, 
Shooter's the one tending a 
legacy here: He spends "Hair of 



the Dog" bragging about his hard- 
drinking nights, then reclaims the 
song's title phrase from Scottish 
hard rockers Nazareth by admit- 
ting that he stayed up late "pickin' 
to my favorite country songs." 

Like his dad, Jennings wants to 
remake country in his own image. 
But in an era when rebel-music 
rhetoric so often gets reduced to 
trucker-hat shtick, that's tricky 
business. Which might explain 
why the Truckers have reached 
out to indie rockers: Those guys 
are happy to take seriously anyone 
with a complaint. Truckers, B; 
Jennings, B mikael wood 

SEE ALSO: The Replacements, 
Let It Be (Twin/Tone, 1984); 
Gretchen Wilson, Here for t/ie 
Party (Epic, 2004) 
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WIN A GIG AS 

NEWCASTLE BROWN ALE'S 

OFFICIAL 
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BLOGGER 

THIS MEANS YOU AND A 
GUEST COULD ATTEND: 

if Reading Music Festivcd 
-k South by Southwest 
•k Billboard Music Awards 
ir Download Festival 
ir Plus 4 other great events 

BONUS: In addition to writing the 
music blog at newcastlebrown.com, 

the winner will contribute 3 columns 
to SPIN. Enter the contest and also 
register for a chance to win other great 
music prizes at newcastlebrown.com. 
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Sonic Youth 

Sonic Youth GE^fEN/UME 

Ciccone Youth 

The Whitey Album geffen/ume 
Sounding lil^e bona fide '00s Williamsburg art brats, 
these OG Manhattan art brats invented themselves on 
their self-titled 1 982 post-punk debut and briefly 
reinvented themselves with their 1989 dance-music- 
damaged alter-ego project, Ciccone Youth. That's not to 
say they're at their best on either. But Whitey includes a leering Franken- 
stein version of Madonna's "Into the Groove," one of the most loving 
indie desecrations of a mainstream pop song ever. 




Brian Eno 

Cluster & Eno, After the Heat, Begegnungen, I 
Begegnungen II water 

Eno's late-'70s collaborations with cerebral kraut-rockers 
Cluster and studio visionary Connie Plank aren't just the missing link 
between Eno's "song" and "ambient" LPs — they're a key to his entire 
production aesthetic. The eclectic After the Heat beats the pretty make- 
out music of Cluster & Eno; the Begegnungen comps recycle bits of both 
with various Moeblus/Roedelius tracks, download: Heat's "Tzima 
N'ArkI," the coolest backward-tape pop since the Beatles broke up. 



|ctiiuO«)| 



Various Artists 

The Celluloid Years: 12"es and More... 

COLLISION/ECHO BEACH 

In the early '80s, New York City smart punks, hip-hop- 
pers, club-music bangers, and prog jazzbos saw each other as fringe- 
dwelling kin. The Celluloid label advanced this idea with singles and 
LPs that were all pretty brilliant even when they sounded better on paper 
(John Lydon performing with Afrika Bambaataa, the Clash with graf 
king/marginal rapper Futura 2000) than on wax. This two-CD anthology 
maps territory LCD Soundsystem might wanna visit next time out. 
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Various Artists 

Gospel Music hye^ia 

A deep mix CD spanning the 20th century by two vets — 
jazz producer Joel Dorn and music photographer Lee 
Friedlander — who are becoming born again in their golden years or just 
pondering the beauty of this mortal coil. Dropping classics by Swan 
Silvertones, Mahalla Jackson, and Dorothy Love-Coates, the compila- 
tion represents what Kanye West might agree is "the epicenter of the 
core of what black American music is all about." And it makes the 
Christian God seem much more inviting than the Republican Party does. 
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RED HOT CHILI PEPPERS 




BOOKS 




Kings in Disguise 





BY JAMES VANCE AND DAN BURR NOPTOH 

In the comic-book industry's era of 
irrational exuberance that followed Tim 
Burton's first Batman movie, author Vance 
and illustrator Burr published this revelatory 
graphic novel, not about superheroes but 
about the struggles of regular people. 
During the Great Depression, young Freddie 
is abandoned by his father and then by his 
older brother, and forced to live as a hobo 
and embrace surrogate families wherever he can find them. Reprinted 
for the first time in more than a decade, this poignant blend of The 
Grapes of Wrath and Huck Finn may be the closest that comics have 
come to actual literature In all those years. A DAVE ITZKOFF 



One Step Closer: Why U2 Matters 
to Those Seeking God 

BY CHRISTIAN SCHAREN BRAZOS 

Yale Divinity School prof Scharen opens this work of pop 
philosophy with the declaration that "the voice of U2 is not 
unique" — that It actually fits, as critics and youth-group 
leaders have been saying for years, "within a longer tradition of Christian 
voices that point us to the cross." He teases some revealing subtexts from 
their songs, but like Bono himself, Scharen is most convincing when he 
tempers theory with personal experience: His account of a spiritual crisis 
triggered by the sight of people making bongs out of soda cans is the 
sweetest thing about this earnest, plainspoken book. B MIKAEL WOOD 

Sonic Transmission: Richard Hell, 
Tom Verlaine, Television 

BY TIM MITCHELL glitter 

This look at the brief reign of punk's premier ax slingers tries 
to reinvestigate Verlaine's and Hell's roots as disaffected 
young drifters, intoxicated as much by the sound of Lou 
Reed's ringing guitars as the writing of Arthur Rimbaud. The two musicians 
may have briefly succeeded at merging poetry and rock, but Mitchell never 
approaches an adequate explanation for just why Verlaine's signature 
strangled yowp remains so compelling today, getting bogged down in the 
details of recording sessions and concert dates. Sonic Transmission dis- 
appointingly lacks the lyrical fervor of its subjects. C* SAUL AUSTERLITZ 

Prisoner of X 

BY ALLAN MACDONELL feral HOUSE 

Few books open a chapter with "Visions of anus were plagu- 
ing me" and mean it literally. But as former Hustler editor 
MacDonell's memoir makes clear, the porn mag exists in its 
own alternate universe: Drugs, AIDS, political scandals, Frank 
Zappa, and Courtney Love all figure into this entertaining, if flawed, chron- 
icle. MacDonell's tone shifts awkwardly between self-loathing and self- 
aggrandizing, and he isn't very charitable, portraying boss Larry Flynt as an 
egomanlacal toad surrounded by suck-ups. When the author leaves Hustler, 
the wisdom he's gained — that life as a coke-snorting smut peddler isn't all 
it's cracked up to be — is hardly revelatory. B- DAVID PEISNER 







WHAT I'M READING 

Thurston Moore of Sonic Youth 

Queens Reigns Supreme, by Ethan Brown anchor 
"It's all about drug hustlers from the crack era of New York 
who became supersuccessful in the hip-hop scene. A hard-core 
street-politics vibe from Queens dictates how these guys do their 
thing, and that manifests in the record industry. It's pretty surreal." 






the hardest way to make an easy living 

The amazingly true story of a now very famous boy named Mike 
and the madness of life in celebrity's fast lane. Featuring violence, sex, alcohol, 
gambling, bad behavior, regret, and way. way loo much prang. 

Featuring the crack-smoking whodunit "When You Wasn't Famous" 
www.the-streets.co.uk www.vice-recordings.com 
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Class of 1984 



• '^CHOeiBAY 

Death Wish had already asked the 
question, What happens to a pacifist 
architect when his daughter is gang- 
raped? But director Mark Lester had a 
follow-up in 1982: What if he were a 
pacifist teacher — and the gangs liked 
to slam dance? Described by 
Newsweek as "Blackboard Jungle 
with herpes," Class of 1984 is now more memorable as a 
crash course in broad punk stereotypes (ripped clothing, 
mohawks, not giving a fuck). In an accompanying docu- 
mentary, Lester claims he was trying to warn people 
about a future of Columbines. "But no one listened," he 
laments, "and now here we are." D SEAN HOWE 





' RHINO/ELEKTRA 



Sugarcubes: The DVD 

Sugarcubes: Live Zabor RHINO/ELEKTRA 

Because Icelandic culture is as foreign to most Americans 
as, say, Ewok culture, the mystery of Sugarcubes lies in 
the idea that Bjork is just too freaky magical for this 
world. So perhaps the best way to view her and her 
bandmates is as they dance around a fighter plane 
("Regina") or stage a candlelit dinner waist-deep in a bog 
("Birthday"), as they do in the music video collection 
Sugarcubes: The DVD. But skip Live Zabor, which spoils 
that playfulness with blah interviews about what exactly 
Reykjavikians do with their time. (What, no unicorn 
bowhunting?) The DVD, B; Live, C MELISSA MAERZ 



"Oi<ay, you win, 
evolution is just an 
unprovable theory" 



Stephen Tobolowsky's 

Birthday Party THE BRINKMAm COMPANY 

Wanna spend an evening watching an adenoidal, 
balding, bespectacled character actor unload a 
lifetime's worth of war stories? Well, you're wrong. 
Stephen Tobolowsky, recognizable to some for his 
roles in Mississippi Burning and Groundhog Day, 
lets director Robert Brinkmann trail him on his 53rd 
birthday, giving the actor the chance to spin funny, 
poignant tales of dropping acid, getting jumped by monks, and flunking 
a Ronald McDonald audition. Tobolowsky will always be best known as 
"that one guy in that movie," but this low-budget, low-concept portrait 
shows he could be more. A- DAVID PEISNER 
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FIVE BEST 

MUSIC ' 

PROGRAMS 

IN THE COUNTRY | 

— Rolling Stone Magazine I 

August 1 1, 2005 |ML 





Real World Education ritSO*. 

If you're serious about your dream, 3300 University Boulevard fc^ ^ J^SpT'n.fVj 
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The Godfather 

EA—PS2. XBOX. PC 

Given all the hype and troubling 
delays that preceded It, this adap- 
tation of Francis Ford Coppola's 
Mafia saga seemed destined to 
sleep with the fishes alongside 
poor Luca Brasi. Instead, The 
Godfather is as much a classic as 
the films that inspired it. With all- 
new voice-over work from James 
Caan, Robert Duvall, and (in his 
last performance ever) Marlon 
Brando, the game lets you acquire 
new rackets and plot turf wars for 
the Corleone family, while bump- 
ing off any aspiring Moe Greens 
who get in your way. The visuals 
are incredible, and the slow-to- 
boil plot is infinitely superior to 
Part III. Our advice: Take this 
cannoli. A- DAMON BROWN 



Driver: Parallel Lines 

ATARI— PS2. XBOX 

The original Driver pioneered cool 
car chases before Grand Theft 
Auto, but 2004 's Driv3r was 
Hollywood schlock. Parallel Lines 
goes back to what the series does 
best: slick rides, adrenaline-pump- 
ing pursuits, and dramatic vehic- 
ular homicides. Its Manhattan 
environments (which you'll visit in 
1 978 and 2006) aren't as accurate 
as, say. True Crime: New York 
City's, but the game does capture 
the city's attitude and spirit with 
an awesome soundtrack featuring 
Parliament, Gil Scott-Heron, and 
of course, Blondie. With solid 
controls and an involving story 
line. Parallel Lines is a given for 
any GTA tan still jonesing to get 
behind the wheel. B d.b. 



AND 1 Streetball 

UBIS0FT—PS2. XBOX 

No NBA-style showboating 
here — just rim-rockin' hoops 
action from street legends with 
the strangest nicknames you've 
ever heard (word to Pharmacist, 
the Professor, and Baby Shack). 
Pick an underground all-star or 
customize a bailer, then dazzle 
opponents using behind-the- 
back passes, dizzying dribbles, or 
solo alley-oops. Dominating the 
blacktop is easy with a dual-joy- 
stick control scheme that makes 
it a snap to execute unstoppable 
dunks. The only downsides: 
repetitious play and shameless 
product placement. Tutorials 
sponsored by Dodge? Guess 
they've gotta pay for all that bling 
somehow. B SCOTT STEINBERG 



The Lord of the Rings: 
The Battle for 
Middle-earth 11 

£A-PC 

You read Tolkien's books. You 
saw Peter Jackson's movies. Now 
you can control the outcome of 
the fantasy epic by commanding 
the forces of good or evil from a 
stunning overhead perspective. 
Explosive tactical engagements 
are resolved in real time using 
cold, hard steel, magic, and sum- 
moned creatures, though you'll 
have to master fortress-building 
and resource-gathering skills if 
you really want to kick those 
hobbits. The campaigns can be 
time-intensive, but they're still 
more fun than the thought of sit- 
ting through the director's cut of 
King Kong. A- s.S. 



Reset for Life 



A close encounter with a classic game t 
director into a major player - ^ZZI 



From Buckner & Garcia's "Pac-Man 
Fever" to Lil' Flip's "Game Over," gaming 
culture has inspired its share of hit songs. 
So why are there so few music videos 
that crib their style from classic arcade and con- 
sole titles? Keith Schofield doesn't 
know, but he's perfectly happy to 
be thought of as the first director 
to indulge his digital-gaming 
obsessions in his work. "I'm fasci- 
nated by how our whole genera- 
tion has a sentimental attachment 
to these electronic toys," says the 
27-year-old filmmaker. 

An NYU film school alum, 
Schofield first caught the music 
industry's attention with a 2005 
clip for DJ Format's "3 Feet 
Deep," centered on Konami's 
Dance Dance Revolution, in which 
MCs Abdominal and D-Sisive earn 
points with microphones in place 
of the game's familiar, goofy exercise pads. 

It was Schofield's video for "When I Wake 
Up." by the Los Angeles indie-rock quartet 
Wintergreen, that earned him a permanent 
place on hard-core gamers' high-score tables: 
Mixing some well-chosen stock footage with 




Keith Schofield is a 

Los Angeles-based, 
video-game-obsessed 
director who has helmed 
clips for such bands as 
I Am the World Trade 
Center and the Notwist. i 



scenes of the band playing a vintage Atari 2600, 
the short retells the notorious tale of the video 
game version of E.T. the Extra-Terrestrial . In 
1 982, Atari rushed millions of copies of the 
genuinely awful game into stores, only to see it 
fail on an epic level. Urban myth 
has it that Atari buried its unsold 
E. T. inventory in the New Mexico 
desert, so the video accordingly 
ends with Wintergreen digging up 
those lost cartridges. "We were 
worried at first that the audience 
wouldn't get it," says Schofield. 
"Then we thought, 'Hey, if they 
don't, they don't.'" 

But plenty of joystick pushers 
spoke Schofield's language: 
When the director posted the 
video on keithschofield.com, the 
clip received more than 1 00,000 
hits. Though Schofield's next 
video, for Death Cab for Cutie's 
"Jealousy Rides With Me," won't feature any 
game-related imagery, he's still looking for 
musicians he can surround with pixilated visu- 
als. "I'd love to work with the Beastie Boys," 
says Schofield. "And Rilo Kiley — wasn't Jenny 
Lewis in The Wizard!" DAMON brown 




In 1982, 
Atari created 
a video game 
based on the 
movie E.T. 



E.T. phoned home. But no one picked up. 
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BY CHUCK KLOSTERMAN 




Heaven Unearthed 

The truth about Led Zeppelin's greatest song 



There are those who would argue 
that "Stairway to Heaven" is the 
finest musical achievement of 
the past 700 years. This is prob- 
lematic, particularly since it is 
only the third-best song on Led 
Zeppelin IV. In fact, it has been my experi- 
ence that most Americans secretly loathe 
this song and will do anything to avoid 
remembering it; this probably caused the 
drastic lineup change of Kingdom Come 
in 1989. The problem, it seems, is that 
modern listeners can no longer separate 
the sonic experience of "Stairway to 
Heaven" from the mythology that has con- 
gealed aroimd it, which is as follows: 
1. Many say that the opening bars of "Stair- 
way to Heaven" were blatantly lifted from 
the instrumental track "Taurus" by Spirit, a 
group Zeppelin opened for in 1968. (This is 
almost certainly true.) 



2. Robert Plant wrote the lyrics to "Stair- 
way" while sitting on a log near a fire, 
attempting to find enlightenment. The 
ephemeral image of a gnome emerged 
from those flames and entered Plant's body 
through his nose and mouth; Plant then 
scribbled the 341 words in a dream-state 
rush. (This is a half-truth: The ephemeral 
image was more likely a catlike humanoid.) 

A gnome entered 
Robert Plant's body 
through his nose. 

3. Though never released as a single, "Stair- 
way to Heaven" is the most requested song 
in FM radio history. (This is false: It's "One 
of Us" by Joan Osborne.) 

"Stairway to Heaven" now exists in that 
strange category of assumed magnitude; 



everyone who likes rock unconsciously signs 
a social contract conceding the song's obdu- 
rate awesomeness, thereby eliminating the 
need to ever experience it again (movie his- 
torians employ a similar stance with Citizen 
Kane). As such, pundits are forced to fabri- 
cate reasons that briskly detail its great- 
ness, the main explanation being that the 
music is structured like a four-step staircase 
(which is true, though I've always wondered 
if this coincidence ever occurred to Page, 
who was probably more concerned with 
how Aleister Crowley would've wanted him 
to record drum tracks). If you're interested 
in why "Stairway to Heaven" is among the 
999 greatest songs ever made, you have to 
listen very hard so the tune will come to you 
at last. And this is what you would hear. 

IT'S ACTUALLY ABOUT HEAVEN: Warrant 
believed heaven wasn't too far away, but 
Jani Lane thought "heaven" merely meant 
hanging out with a girl whose friends didn't 
like you. Belinda Carlisle claimed that 
heaven was a place on earth, but that con- 
cept is worth less than she thinks. Cheap 
Trick wanted to know if anyone wanted to 
go to heaven tonight, which probably 
meant Kobin Zander was a big fan of ludes. 
But "Stairway to Heaven" is literally about 
going to heaven. 

IT'S ALSO ABOUT SHOPPING: "Stairway" 
opens with a naive woman "who's sure all 
that glitters is gold, and she's buying a stair- 
way to heaven." But the woman soon real- 
izes — via a sign on the wall — that "words 
have two meanings." So what did this sign 
actually say? I suspect it was, you broke it, 

YOU BOUGHT IT. 

THE SONG REMAINS THE SAME, EVEN 
WHEN IT DOESN'T: There's a lunatic on the 
Internet who recorded "Stairway to Heaven" 
in reverse, cut the backward version into 
quarter notes, and then sewed the whole 
thing back together in its proper sequence; 
this allows you to listen to the song with its 
original melody, even though all the words 
and notes are druggy and inside out. What's 
amazing about this so-called "Yawriats ot 
Nevaeh" is how epic the music continues 
to feel, even when every individual element 
has been changed 180 degrees. We all know 
"Stairway to Heaven" is long, but it's even 
longer than you think; it's much, much 
bigger than you. It does not care what you 
think. It doesn't need you and never will. O 
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GRAB LIFE BY THE HORN 




IT'S ANYTHING BUT CUTE. 

THE ALL-NEW 2007 DODGE CALIBER STARTING AT 513,985.* 172-horsepower 2.4-liter engine with CVT2. MusicGate Power" 
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